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CHAPTER I 

To the last day of his life the scent of heliotrope recalled 
to Jhristophef Cazalet’s irMd a vivid picture 'of the dusty 
white road, the rough wall to his i^ght as he climbed, 
'the brilliance o^ the southern skies, glare of the sun 
that^fternoon. 

Long before he caught sight" of ^the flower’s toyal colour 
ag^ust tlfe sky, the hot wavef of drowsy odiur came ovfr 
the^wall to him and seenWic-to mingle inextricably , with 
the tangle ftf[thoughts in his excited brain. 

lA girl running down 'the hilKwith a great basket of 
sun-driea linen balanced on her Jiead, smiled as she passed 
the littfe old man, but he paid no heed, for he did not 
see he» 

Jov at his daring in coming, pride in his success in 
finding the place, fear of being badly received, a child* 
like, godlike love of the beauty of the day and the vidw 
^hind, to which he turned every '’fe^y minutes, and a 
sensuous ddight (n the hot sweetness that seemed to be 
in somf unexplaitjed way, the essence of the* whole sK**)! 
—the«» things, woven and interwoven in his nind, we-e 
,never ta be forgottw, Ahd'then, at a turn in the toad, 
clustering about the tops of the great carved posts at 
♦he sides ef a gilt-iron gateway, great tufts of dark purple 
heliotrtipe ^ung in dhe sunlight. In his ecstasy, Caza*et 
took off hu^ hat 'and stoed looking up, a grotesque enough 
little figure in his old-fashioned black coat, his large feet 
WidSy turned out,4iis balcf head gleaming. " Heliotrope I ” 
he exclaimed. . " what would his lordship say ? " A 
q^t^nt later te was plodding on again through the dust, 

A 
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lor the Tifims cut 19 the black marDie sqna* at the lid^ 
of the ^ate was hot the 'dhe for which he was looking. 

Tired as he w^al^ he^was not altogether sorry that the 
way was Icmger, p"^cul?rly as the stretch of wall which 
now ensued was adorned along its top with a tangle of 
little p>uk roses find masses of tjie flower he Iqved the 
best in me worl(^ and now for the first time saw in the 
perfection of Rs southern luxuriousness. It was abso- 
lutely certify that tlfe person whom he had come ail this 
way J .0 see w'ould care very little about se^npJ him, and 
it wis as certain that his lordship would-be very angry if 
he ever knew. But in the meantime his lordship was many 
miles away ,tind Cazalet’s trum^tjike nose Was enjoyi»tg a 
feast such as it had* never hac^ before.* 

" Villa Arcadie.”*, That w?s it, and Ca|alet, as he read 
the ^ half-effafed letters to^e right of the rusty “gaW, 
put on his* hat and brushed his boots carefully with his 
handkerchief.' The gate wlj ajar, and a few seconds later 
tfie^old man was walking <o,vly up the neglected drive, 
shaking his licad slightly at the evidences of an at least 
comparative poverty. 'The shaggy grass under the tije^ 
was sparse and uifcut,* weeds gijew in the road. " Poor 
^roung lady.” 

Then, as another waft of *heliotrop)e reached him, he 
added briskly, " but it is— Arcadia 1 ” 

The driye was not long but it was cunningly panned 
irt a series of curve^ so that Chalet came to the house 
wth a suddennefs ttiat startled him ; a square, pink 
villa, looking with its green shutters alf closed as though 
tifWigjn ae heat. * 

t A few crange-trees drooped ifi shdooy tubs at thr edge 
of the terrace, and to the righf, agaiifctHhe splendid blu^ 
of the sea, a^great magnqj^i^ blazed back at the sun, its 
glossy leaves and vivid cream-coloured flower- gleaming 
iq the glare. Cazalet felt suddenly vesy warm, and wished 
he had not dusted his boots M^tkthis h^iftikerthief. 

And so this it I This sjnSple, shabby house was 
Pa^e Yeeland's ” Arcadia ! ” The 4itbe man s%hed, 
and lor some rqfisot Hears -came to his eves as he went 
slowly to the door and rang. ^ 



Ke beard ^tbe bell somewhere iu i^e uisuncv, dui no 
one answered it, and after a pai^, he ra^ «j;ain.* Then, 
wiping his eyes gingerly on a corn^ of ^ of his glove^ 
he prepared ta meet ^e butle.% for €hnstoq^ Casalet 
was us^ to butlers. 

The door opened si^denly, before ajny slow Ubtsteps 
had given him warning, and letting a g\j^h of cool air out 
into the heat, but there was no butler. 

A Child stood in the dusk of th^ brick-ol^ed hall, a 
Uttle girl pf«about nine, who held in her^irms a^aAiall 
monlfty to who^ misty dark eyes her own, as she lobked 
coolly at the stranger, bdte a grotesque resemblance. 

“•This is V!lla Arcadia 

“ Yes." 

“ Mr. Sachewol s piace r 

“ Yes." 

" I— I wish to see Mrs.— th^ if— Mrs. SachCverel." 

The child shifted the monk^ to her other arm. “ Theft 
isn’,^ any Mrs. Sacheveref,'**she returned politely. **1 
suppose yotf mean my mother, Pai^ne Yeoland ? " 

' Cazalet caught his braath ; lie^ had never been <old 
of this. “ Your mother^ •Yes — j%s — I mean — Miu 
Pauline.*’ 

His evident confusion surprised the child, and after 
a gravely interrogative look, she drew back into the hall.'<*^ 

" Won’t you come in and»wait ? " she said with a curl- 
pusly grown-up air ; “ th^, are not home now, but thCy 
will probably be back before long." 

Cazalet fmlowAi her f^t two doors, and then into 
a room nearly Opposite the house-door, when, pe\m8 
time Hfre^t, the kitchen ought to be. Thea’oom was' 
^ed with a coof ^leen dusk, but his small hostest eyi- 
dently did not consider it ne^qpsary to opei^ the shutters. 
Sitting dota on a Uttle gilt sofa she motioned him to 
a thadl'and settled the Indnkey on ^er lap. * 

“ It is vary wflmbto-ddy^’ ^e began conversatioD|ily. 

“Very." 

' should n*t have come so early; one is apt to 

get a bod migiaine in |be sun/ I sBall never go oat in it 
I am gio^-^.' 
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” You <?oaow ? 

“ Oh, yes, s^nlctlmes ; ^ou see, I am omy ten/’ 

Caxalet did nJfJ Naile^ fgr she was very serious. 

^‘But I /hink yoif that— your mqther Is out?/' 

he resimea after a pause. 

“ y 4. They vijent down through the trees to the sea, 
and It is cool therj. May I offer you some refreshment ? " 

I shoujd like a glass of water— I am thirsty." 

" I knoi^i' answered the child sympathetically, going 
to ihe bell the dust makes a man's throat JTke a lime- 
kiln? It is unsafe to drink pure water when one is over- 
heated, but I will give you some strop d I* orange^ It is 
refreshing." ' ^ 

During the minuses that eijsued before the answering 
of the bell, she sat* playing ^ily with tjie monkey, and 
mating an occasional reraar^, obviously out of politenesr^. 

When at ‘last the sileijceAad been broken by slow foot- 
Aeps outside,* and the door\)pened, a middle-aged wcipan 
with a hard, sharp face caL-^'in, starting when she^saw 
the visitor. 

"d— didn’t know anj^ne hack come," she began apclo- 
ptically, when CaSalet, rising, tymed to her. 

" How do you do, Jane ? ’^e said nervously. 

" Mr. Cazalet I You here, ‘sir I " 

" Yes, it is really me, Jane. I — it is my vacation, anJ 
I — thought I would come and see how — you were getting 
oh." 

The woman cla^3^*her hands and gazed at him, utterly 
fowtting, as he had done, the presences of tke child. 

can't lightly believe it is Vou," shf^jftiid. " Ts lord- 

ihip — 'is iorciship is not " * < ^ 

^C«if alet shook his head and ^^ved *ii^ hancf in.horrifiet^ 
negation. “ no, his l^^hip is very well — unusually 
well, this summer.’' 

" Then— i)erhaps 'e sent you,*ft^. Cazalet ? 

* Oh no, indeed, hi# ktfdship did nut send me. 

As a matter of dact lane, he docS not know x^t I have 
come." 

Ofa, Mr. Ca^et«I* What will say when he^’ears ? " 
asked the woman, evidently half-frightenetfby the thought. 
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Cazalet give a Httle nervous laugfi. “B«t»he won't 
hear, Jane. God forbid that h? should. And as lb that, 
his lordship thinks me at the Q^'es^^^noment eating 
periwinkles atjdargate." * 

are periwinhUs ? ** ine cniid's voice startled 
them Ijoth. Unobserved she had coipe quite aose to 
them, and the monkej^’s little face pr^ed to hers, their 
four dark eyes stared in solemn curiosity ad th^ld man. 

“ ftriwinkles, they are — well, shefl-fish, y^f^ow.” 

‘‘And tghg didn’t you tell his lordship ftat you^^ere 
coming ? ” 

Dear me I ejaculatAi Cazalet helplessly.® 

‘‘Never mifld now, Miss®Pam, there's a gocW little girl." 

Hold your tonghe, Pilgrim,"* the 4:hild answered, not' 
moving her ey^^s from Caaalet’s faoe. ‘‘ Go and bring" 
*)m^' wkter and sirop d'orattge for Mr. Cazalet. That's 
why I rang." 

‘iVour •mamma will be vi;ry mucn oispieasea ii ydh 
boy»er Mr. Cazalet." 

‘^My mafhma is never displea^d. And some of the 
litHe cakes — the ones I«hatc," ivent on»the child with 
a sort dt patient inexoral^jitg. Why didn't you tell 
his lordfthip that you were coming ? " ^ 

‘‘ Wlty am I to have the cakes you hate ? " asked 
Xazalet, in return. 

‘‘ Because they are good.* Make haste, Pilgrim, and — 
you may send Antonio wit^i the rcfyjfhments." 

The woman sighed. " You see how it is, Mr. Cazalet ; 
there's no floing* anythii^ with her. Well, sir, I shall 
hope to See you tgain before you go ; I shouM like 
after or two people at*’omc, if I make so boW.'^ 

" Mak® haste, Pilgrim, will you ? " 

When the servant had left^Jie room, the ihild went o.., 
her eyes ftill fixed on Caziet's face. " Now tell me, 
please, •why you didn't Vlf my grandfather." 

** Becausg he^-well, •tf^n my word, I hardlg ^ow 
what to tay to her I cyrioip instinct of man 

he^^fcdt^to the *vrjndow WlS ^d pushing open 

one half of tb6tthutter%&dd IhiMlhA ^^liarifh^^MMderful 
tjjifc of the fouUiem wmi 

not £ ChA,,r£ABl.K iun 
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^ There wac a shoft pause, and thfn the iToicc bel^d, 
him itbumed.wltb a majesty which, absurd as it was, 
{^minded him fcaisti^ly of his lordship, “ You really 
might as teU mi ; ^hey always do ip the end, you 
know, so there’s no use in making a fuss.” The last phrase 
was so' familiar bpth in substance and in inflecti^ that 
Caialet wheeled a^bout, half-startled and half amused. 

"Bless my scul, Miss , I don’t even know .your 

name, but° 5 ^u are ^ like his lordship — your way of 
spe4ling, I mean— that— it is remarkable t . 

"Yes, I am considered very like hin^; we have the 
same trick •oi tramping up anti down with our hands 
behind our bicks, when we are'ne^rous or ‘troubled.” 
t “ I see, I wondef>ho\wsoon^hey — that is, your mother, 
‘will be coming ; 1 ^ rather^n a hurry. 

Sly; sat down as he spoke, and for the first time she 
laughed, a Sudden, delig^tfilly merry laugh that brought 
dimples to the corners of li*r mouth, and danoed im her 

" 6h, you wicked old man. You are not a b.i m a 
hun^. You are only airaid of me ; you don’t want »to 
me. Very weK, rsmii)ose J can tell you instead. 
You didn t tell my grandfather that you were coming 
here, because you were afraieff” 


‘ Afraid I That is too much,” said Cazalet. " What 

1 do with Biy holiday is surely ” 

None of my grandfather’s business. Just so; and 
yet, that is why ypu didn’t telf him. He must be a very 
funny old man.” 

ifi^e stootk in the parallelogrW of pivid sunlight he 
'lied let iny her little slim figure *in its faded cotton frock, 
very erect, the monkey on her shoulder. He noticed with 
surpnse that bf r hair, less d^Jf than he had at first thought, 
was ranged in a great flat knot on top of her hiad. 

, don’t think anyxtne ever called 
nis wrdship funny 

" I mean^ because he hates raopfcr.' 

Hates -.-poor Cazalet’s head almost" swam, but at 

i 3«»ung6footmmi in a 

shabby hvery came in with a tray which he mt 
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on the tabi^ and of which the httle girl at opce began to^ 
•do^the honours. 

“ Oh, yes, he hates her, of course he^d^.’ If he didn't, 
he would not have been so najtf 40 \m that time, ft 
res^y wasn’t her fault, you see/* she went •on, bearing 
a glass full of thickish yellow liquid to him, her left hand 
balancJhg the monkeys that father w^s married.” 

If the sweet drink which he hastily sw^owed had been 
flavcMired with petroleum, poor Caealet wouid not have , 
known it. 

had flnagined all sorts of recepuons lor mijiseit, 
but this outdid the m(^t startling his miiyl had been 
able to conctive. 

You are — a strange child,/ h^ stammerea, setting 
down his glass. ” I never^w a little girl at all like you.^ 
”*Yes, I da/esay. What I meanf was,” she went on, 
stroking her monkey and speaking with thoughtful ‘slow- 
nesj, ” that my grandfather VaH very unjftst to mother, 
of j:ourse she and father sorry about Mrs. Kennedy, 
bift they couldn’t very well kill her, could they ? ” 

” Oh, dear me,” muynured g^alet under liis breath, 
picking dp his hat. 

” Mss. Kennedy was^lafnefs wile," pursued the chiU 
gravely, evidently mistaking his exclamation for a question, 

” His name used to be Kennedy, you know.” 

”tAnd your name — what^do they call you ? ’* 

” Pamela, just Pamela. It apix'ars that children whose 
^ fiarents are not marricd*Ifave only^ne name.” 

Before h^ wa# obliged to reply she *liad risen suddenly 
and gone to yie neareSt window. ” Oh ! ” she 
her f^oe suddenly glowing, ” here they are I 
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Behind vilfa a gentle, olive-covered slope led to the 
sea,, and throl^h the trees, as though they had Just risen 
from the blue water, came Pauline Yeoland an<f " the man,” 
as Christopl^r Cazalet had most, often hdhrd him called. 

Over the so/tly stirring lights land shadowc cast by the 
trees on the coarse gjass, one ol his* arjns lying across her 
ihoulders, moving slowly, ^ if fiom pleasant fatigue, their 
movements harmonisftig like ihe voices id an often-sung, 
duet, <hey emerged from the trees, passed up a little flight 
of stone steps{ and camtf to^;vards the house, not talk’pg, 
ye\ evidently in closest compajii^nship of mind and feeling. 

She^^wore white, and carried a lacy parasol ag^oinst which 
her bright hair stdod out* in high r^ef ; her skirt was long, 
and she held it ifp a, little as she walked. 

^The man wore white flanfifels,‘'and a bit of red shene out 
from kneath his dark face. 

Cazalet, as he stood watching their approach, felt his 
heart throb hard. What wou|d they say to him ? , He 
wa^ an unih’vited guest, and they might even consider 
him an intruder. 


Pam, standing in’front of him, did not .'•peak,; she was 
st^d^g his expression in the rtflection ^ the window, 
ft evidently satisfied her. 

At last, as her parents crossed the I’aat plot ui grass 
before flio house, the child called, without moving, “ liother, 
some one has 6bmc ! ” 

” Some one has come ? Who„dyir ? ” 

„ woman stood still*, ^d closed her parasol. 

Mad^e de Vaucourt ? " Then,l!seeing the old man, 
w Pam came^ out* <hrough the \trindow. she shook 
head snyling. “ 1 can’/, sec. it is so bright out ‘^hei» • 
Who is ft, Pam ? •* 
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Caxatet!" . 

Cazalet followed the child as She uttered 1)^ nanlh, but 
Pauline did not recognise him. “ Cazalet^’ she repeated, 
vaguely, and thf n before he couldr splhaic, she remem- 
bered, and dropping her parasol came towarcw him, her 
hand held out cordially. ^ 

“ Caz^ I You I Hotv glad I am I Guy, this is Mr. 
Cazalet, whom I have known all my life.’^ 

The»big man with the handsome btue chin slook hands 
heartily wUi ^ guest, and then turned to «e little girl, 
who stood loolcin^ on with something like the satisfaction 
of a stage-manager who hats arranged a good soene. 

" Well, Part*? ” 

“ VeU, father I " 

Cazalet’s eyes^ere wet as%e dropp^ Pauline’s hand. 
Ifcis good of you to be so kind to me,” he $aid, cleafing 
his throat. “I — it was bold of, me to come.” 

"^Id 1 • It was — dear of yyu, Cazzy I ” 

The brilliant face had gro%'ai it seemed to the man wHb 
had'not seei> it for twelve years, more tender, and" the 
, smile gentler, than of old.* 

“It was ray holiday,”, he e;y?Iained*faltcringly, "and 
— I had* never been out of England before — I thought 
would*comc here, and sec how you were.” 

“ My father, then, doesn’t know ? ” 

" Oh, no, his lordship would not — that is, nay holiday 
is my own. Miss Pauline,” Ije^retumec^ith some dignity. * 

* “ Of course it is. But I 'don’t behevg, Cazzy, that he 
would mind So nrtich as y^u think.” 

“ His lordship not spoken to me on the*subjw^O*' 
years, bwt I took it for gfanted that it would ix wisei* 
qpt to tey hfm of intentions.” 

She seemed on the point speaking, % little smile 
curving hei« lips, and then was silent. “ I hope he is 
well ? ’’•fhe^ked at l^gth, watcljing “the man” and 
their daughter playing wiWf the monkey. 

“ Very well, I am gla<f to say.” 

’ “ A%1 my sistfer { ” 

" Mn. mxse^is well pm.” 

But she had not listened ; and be saw that her interest 



PAM 


10 < 


was perfvinftory, as her eyes rested ^on bacheverel’s 
face. I She hjd'groWn vrfy far away from her old hom^, 
Caialet felt. 

Presently, as' yi<* 5 ponkey, after b^ing tossed by 
Sachevererup into the air like a baby, was returned to 
Pam, Pauline called, picking up her parasol, “ Guy ! 
would you mind* telling Pilgrim 'to prepare a fioom for 
Mr. Caralet ? 

SacheveVil nodded! and went in through the window, 
th* ^ild wiJSh him. 

‘tBut — I couldn’t think. Miss Pauline-^f’ beg* your 
pardon." . 

“ Nonsense, of course you ^to stay kere. You are 
, the only person of<-the,old days who has come, Caziy — 
'and I love you for*Jt.” /’ 

She loved him for it — him, ner lather’s steward 1 It w^ 
SO jfke her ; the exaggeration ; she had changed so little. 

I How did you kno^J wT^ere we were ? ** she went on 
af minute later as they ent#F«d the room and she t^ew 
opeit the wind 9 ws, letting the light stream in on ^ the 
shabby furniture, but*^lso on the masses of flowers and 
the thousand little fhihgs that ^o to make a joom com- 
ortable and homelike. ^ 


Cazalet hesitated. “ His lordship told me oij^ce that 
you were living here, and — I had often wondered, and I 
have a gqpd memory.’* 

L ^ think he is still very ancry ? 

she ^ked, the qt^eeP-little smile again stirring her lips. 

Pauline. Hisdorddiiii ’’ 

te old vian hesitated, his fJlain faceted and troubled, 
followed the other* into the pleasant,.shabby 
rwiD’ she laid her hand for art insta»t <on hi* arm. . 

Cazzy— I know. It was good d you to 
bjy p }, ^ Slad to s^ou. Tell me, did JXosamundls 

at MWi,tia,stilym evident relief 

“ s-^bject; "he i3*a great taUW now.’’ 

^ What i« his name ? ’’ * - 

" ^tv’i^^^H some Ficiicn i^ime, iTielieve.’’ 

i^mty I How extraordinary ! ^ she lathed gailyr 
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Gaalet watched l\pr with delight. He knfw.that she 
^'anything rather than^the obvihu^y onieigned 
happiness that shone in her lovely ej^, bjrf he had always 
been too fond oj her not to be glailha^ tnings^had turned 
oat*a8 they had. 

" You have made friends with Pam, see,” she vrent 
on, presently taking off her hat, and Mtting her curly 
hair in a way he remembered ; “ isn’t she iunny ? ” 

" She is remarkably like his lordship I ” ^ 

" Isn’t ^|ie^ It is perfectly absurd, sonjetimes ; «he 
has a*way of waydng up and down with her hands behind 
her back, ” 

Cazalet lauded. “ 1, kit^w — when she is nervous. She 
tolome 1 ” 

“ Oh, she tol(i you 1 Isn'^isshe delictus ? ” 

• f ”9he is very clever. And she seems to;— understand 
things,” he began hesitating. 

^ shoek her head gravel}^. ‘^Yes— I know what you 
mean. I suppose it — startler you ? ” She rose from the 
chair into which she had sunk, and stood Jooking thought- 
fully at him. 

" You ^see, Cazzy, I h^ve r^vef tried to— hide things 
from her, or from anyone else ; I was not ashamed. You-* 
probably can’t understand* that, but it is so. I have 
never called myself by — any name but my own, or pre- 
tended to be married. And when she was bom,*we decided 
at once not to sacrifice t®, ^i^y go^ in which we do not 
telieve, even for her ; she'knows all aljout it.” 

” And — ySu cail her Yeoland, too ? ” , 

” Of course. A^hat else ? Oh, I know all you 
for yoM think what ever^ one does, except a few * I aqi 
•different^ j^u kribvf ; I ilways was. It doesn't tother 
me a bit, the opinion of the ^orld. I supjpose it's true, 
Caziy, wbftt they say, about all the Yeoland women 
being ^jead^ to ruin tflemselves for — love. We are none 
of us reallj^good, you kicfvv, except poor Rosamund^ and 
she," she added with* simple conclusiyeness, "wis so 
vef^plain. I ffemember *once when I Vas si little child, 
hearing *some ene say ^hat na woro^ wj)th YeoIai^|^lood 
ev6r had any ntbrals, and 1 suppose it's true." 



Src sp#k< in ft tcpc of jilld spcculfttlon, ncft unllght(jnc^ 
with foiiBeiTipnV but the old man winced. 

, " For God’s s»ke, Mjss Pauline, don’t say such things, 
he cried inwolnntarily. ^ 

Her smile changed, as she looked at him, to one of 
great gentleness, , and laying her ringless right hand on 
bis arm, she sai(^ kindly, “ I am Airy ; I didn t mean .to 
shock you, but you know as well as I do all about my 
aunt, Lad/^enshawf for instance. She stayed at home, 
andwkept appearances, so she was aceepted by the 
world, whereas I— I have one lover, who js for me the only 
man in the'world, but as he couldn’t marry me, I came to 
him anywayt and I would die*ior»him to-morrow — and I 
t am an outcast I It is dunn^ isn’t It ? ” There was no 
bitterness in her voiee, and tte old man, trembling with a 
mixture of feelings, knew that she was sincere. 

“ If you hi^d been unlj>appy— ” he ventured. 

' " If I had been unhappyc I might have re{fented^ind 
returned home to be forgive#: *But as it is, Caxzy, I'pity 
ever]} other woman i[\ the world because— %he has not 
Guj»l ” 

As she spol. cgm# in and she rail to him. 

I have been telling Mr. Cazalet how bad we both are,” 
she said, slipping her arm through his. 

" Bad ? ” 

” Because we arc happy.” 

.Sacheverel turned ij.nd looked nt the little old runaway 
from the camp ofrthc Philistines. 

” Is it had to be happy ? ” hciaskcd. 

<}^alct lowked at him keenly, and the oOeward had some 
kpowleoge* of human nature. TKc man’s strong dark face 
while 4ull of a certain hardy animalisirf, was not bad, and"^ 
its expression oi rapt contigitment was rather splendid. 

" For if it is— we are damned, dearest,” 4e added, 
turning to the woman., • * < ’ 

And as he watched them daJ^et reafisedothat here, 
in spife of sin a*d irregularity, .was that rarest thiiy; in 
the world, a'real union. 



CHAPTER III 


‘ i 

Pilgrim, '^th her neat brown gown and -aevere mjen 
was npt at the kind of woman who fits inio the ft^me 
of a moonlight sdmmer sky by the Mediterrai\ean. 

She was a gaunt womaji, with many shay) angles in 
her^ person, and an ,ap{)all{hgly regular row of porcelain 
teeth, over which her fad^ lips"^ closW as tightly as if 
were afraid ‘some one nught steal' them. 

But as she walked up and down that evfining on* the 
teiTc^ce farthest from the villa, Waiting for the steward^ 
the poor woman’s mind w?;? ib as great a whirl as if slje 
weft young yid beautiful, an3 waiting for a lover. ^ 
Whatever one’s position and station rilay be, one has 
but one life, and Jane Pilgrim tad sacrificed hers Aat 
night twelve years ago, when ‘She haa accompanied her 
young jnistress to Dover, where Sachcverel, the tenor, 
was awaiting them, 

An;J while the mistress, rapt in the perfect warmth of 
her great love, felt no cold, the maid, standing^alone, and 
bereft of her old garmeht of sclfJfespect, shivered and 
ached under, the bitter winds that shook her as they b)ew 
unheeded by the woman fbr whose sake she had demided- 
herself. ^ 

The joy 'vas ali Pauline-Yeoland’s ; the sham^ all Jani 
Pilgrim’s. And the natural consequence of it was j that 
while Pauline in her happincoj'^grew sweeter and gentler, 
losing .Jhe^carelessneso, and flightiness of former days, 
Jane, all unrewarded,j^bc2ame bitterer and sharper as 
time went 6n. Alf of^which is as things should not' be, 
buf; 'jU they ssmetimes are. The sight of Christopher 
Cazalet* that afternoon had jgiven^ the woiAan a* great 
shock, calling 6ack oldlaces and old \^icei to her mSmory, 
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and bringiog to the feeling of old timdl in a d|gref 
ahno^ painftil.’ She so Iraged for a talk with the visifOT 
.that she would. prolx^ly have ventured to ask her mis- 
tress to be^allow^do hive a few words with him, if Casalet 
himself had not sent word to her that he wished t(f see 
her, and would come out later to smoke his nine in her 
company. 

At last Jie dme, and they sat down on a stone bench 
facing seawyds. 

Well, Jane, and so here we are,” he hegpn, stuffing 
his' little meerschaum pipe from a leather 
" Yes, Mr. Cazalet. I’m surS it's a surprise to see vou 
here.” * ‘ 

“It must be. ^e trutn^is. Jade, it is my anniml 

holiday, and I couldn’t resi^ ” ' 

“,’I$ lordship, I daresay, wouldn’t be pleased c> 

"His loV^hip wouk^ be very angry. I had no idea 
6f ever telling him,” the littie man went on, “ but, no,”— I 
sin not sure.” o • 

“Vou're not. sure, Mr. Cazalet?” 

'tYou see, Jane, I^had never heard that there was 
i child.” ‘ 

“ Oh ! Oh, yes. 'mere s Miss Pam.” 

“ How old is she ? ” 

“ Ten, sir.” 

s^nis a pity.* I mean, she is an ,;xtra- 
ordin^ 1 ttle thing ».very precocious. I had a long talk' 
with her. 


’’ Yes, sir.” 

t ^hf ha»— few delusions. She seemsLto understand her 

fit” ***'“^°“ ^ ^ P P“*led, 

.hX 

steward*w/nt on, smolmg tSought- 
over Ib^hand ift whi<l his^pe 

went ^ choice then— when you 

^t^d k can quite understand that liW with iW 

JS^thaM? to H 

ali, that It has lost its look of stran getw# ^ ** 
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Jime Pilgnih ro«e siaddenly. 

“ Me ! I, Mr. Caialet ! I got usedf to* it,! That it'* 
lost its look of strangeness to me f Me, that has cried 
myself to sleep jiight and night agaihj Me that hussies 
withr gendarmes and chassoors turns up their noses at, 
because I live in such a house! me a, respectable girl, 
thft chila of lawful wedded parents ! Mr. Cazalet, you 
don’t know ! ” 

Her face, worked, her voice broke, "and Cazafct let his 
pipe go out. » ' ’ 

"There, there, , don’t cry— or rather do. It will Ido 
you good. I beg your pardon, I am sure, Jane*, I didn’t 
meap to hurt ^our feelings. But I am glad* you feel it 
this way, for you will* understand what I am going to say. 
ft’s about the child. Miss Pam.’’ 

*PilgHm wiped her eyes and rolled her handkerchief ipto 
a ball as she listened. • , ’ 

^ “ &at there’s no use, Mr. Cazalet ; she understands it’ 
as \wll as you or I. They *never pretend, you know* 
It’s awful. At first I used to call /er ‘ Madame ’ to‘’the 
other servants in the 'otels, but v,*hen she found out ohe 
nearly kided me— Miss Pauling 1 rilean. And Mitt 
Pam 


" I know. She told me herSelf. But though she knows, 
my good Jane, she cannot understand. And it seems to 
me thut if I could persuade his lordship to takt< the poor 
Kttle thing, do you think +hey would Jet her go ? ’’ 

“ To Monk’s Yeoland ? I know they would. Oh, Mr. 
Cazalet, it’s an a'^ul thing, but she doesn’t love Mite 
Pam as a wedded mother would. She is kind and gohC’*^ 
to her, but — it’s all him really.” 
t “ Yes. I 'saw that. Then you think they’d let h^ 
go?" 

Pilgrim hrsitated. " J am almost sure. It would save 


her, and I htten worry about Pam— Miss Pam, I mean. 
It would be. awkward whid 'she grew older. The people 
they see aren’t the people for a young girl” 

GiiSle^ did not answer, but his old Uix saddened. 
"There are one or two ^tlemen-r-the Coulit de 
Vat^urt, who live* at the villa below us— be 
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He’s manjpd to his wife, but she yas div(frccd. andh^ 

maid* told me that ‘no origin Paris goes .to see her. They 

come, and an Italian lady. She acts in plays, and is 
' rich and f^ous, ljul Ste isn’t respectabH SLs is invited 
everywhere,” the woman added hastily, but because 
she’s an artisU, Marie, the Countess’s maid, says. They’re 

the only women. And the men-»-well ” 

“They mus*.'"be gentlemen,” remarked the steward 
sharply, '’^or he wc^dn’t introduce them to 

Of courfie they are gentlemen ; one of ^h^m’s a duke. 
But I don’t like ’em, and what would ^hey think of Pam 
when she ‘is grown— whose child is she ? Wouldn’t they 
just say ‘ what was good cn^Ggly for the ‘mother is good 
enough for her ? ’ tOf course ^they would ! ” 

Cazalet nodded.', "That(^as what I, meant. I shah 
tell his lordjhip, Jane. He has grown older and is lonely 
too. I hope they.will let her come. Mrs. Maxse is there 
*with her son, and she aWays was fond of Miss 'Paulire.” 

' " Yes, Miss Rosamund h ^itind. Oh, Mr. Cazalat, do 
try,* sir. It wpuld be a good work. It — them two are 
lilv a pair of.childreriJ They don’t care for anything sc 
long as they can Le tdgefjier. J remember that day when 
Miss Pauline said she was going, how ’is lordship told her 
‘ Men are never true to women, but they at least pretend 
to be to their wives. This fellow will leave you in a year.’ 

. Oh, the things his lordship said to her ! And the*' were 
all wrong. Mr. Sa^heverel ncjver looks at any woman. 
I don’t believe^ he knows tKere are any in the world 
. bdt her ; and leave her ? ’E hasn’t left her for a day 
ill theje years, Mr. Cazalet ! It’^ all wrong. They 
,ought to be un’appy, for the mord, sir, though God 
knows I couldn’t bear to see* her uu’clppy— 'but they aro 
the'^appiest ^two people i? the world. And to think how 
some respecUble marriecf 'folks do fight and hate each 
other 1” ’ 

• Well, I shall speak to his^c^ijdship, Jane.’ 

The steward fose and knock^ his pipe against a tree. 

“ I shall.then Jwite Bliss Pauline on the subject? <God 
Uessf my soul, wilt's that ? ” Jie adibd pointing to 
something white in a near shadow. 
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" It's only toe," observea me wnite tmng, psmg, and 
^Ming to be Paipela in a frilly fiightgdwn.* 

" Oh, Miss Pam ! You have glistening ! Fie ^ 
on you I " ^ 

The child laughed. " Why should I be hid on ? I 
came out for a walk because it is so warm, and you didn't 
hear me,^and I did hear you. If you'd*heard me you'd 
have sto^^d talking. When," she werfP.on, turning to 
Cazalet, *\m I to go to my grandfather’s ? The old 
man watchgd ^er curiously. ^ 

" Aren't you ashamed to listen to what was not mesmt 
for you ? " he asked, not reproachfully* but as a question 
demanding an toswer. §he ij^hrugged her shoulders. 

" Y^o. What is meant for m*? is mever interesting. 
When am I to gp to my grandfather's,? " ’ 

" Ysur grandfather won’t love you if you ?neak,” put 
in Pilgrim. 

" ^^Id ycur tongue. Pilgrim." 

Then the child, whose hcdr,? reaching below her knees, 
hung^ about her small face and over her, shoulders like 
a mantle, turned again to Cazalet. ! * 

" When’^am I to go to my^grajjdfilthci? ? ’’ she repeated. 



’ chapter'iv 

Eau^ the next morning Cazalet was awakened’by a loud 
knocking at Tiis door, and a minute later P^mVas '’oiled 
up at the tot of his W, hor«,itBy stfched p^k'S 

bm. Putaed 

“ Motkr sent Ar\^unio to #vake you, so I thought I’d- 

" ,/cmcW « ^0 a pmS 

. " Yes. We are goinfr on the Vaucourt’s ya^ht to the 
f nd for luncheon, and tljn.on-somewhere TheVaS' 
d.nc, here to-mght. Aren’t you glad she a 
curpsly. studying his'fjice. ^ ^ ^ 

•u«g! ' '“‘i butter 

lmI»dd,ip’ssS’ ' “ ™'y 

I'm Ir J fo go. It’s great fun • 

™dte u's s!lc„Td' '' 

allLu o:e&'’'" t uukeso„ra,ld 

'^wfolomcrfc'liad^raid’r* li“''*5t'a'' to s« whom, as 

l>elorc,' w/whoso histol^ wL 'irev^' raouth^ He°"““ 

10 meet her ! ^ mouth. He was 

from the lK(/imd^akine Vln''’ '’“I’P'"? ‘tu™ 
glass. " She teach^me f t" bsnull in the 

ke opene^jlf 4“ the“e!S l“‘ “ ."J'J 

cy. wno fled, chatfermg aid excited, ato 
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h|s ijiistress’s \nns, and lay th^ like^a |^by^\fhilg she 
soothed him. 

He has got out ! They lock h^ up because he gets 
so seasick, but he always feels when there's gfing to be 
a picnic, and he always comes. Don’t you, Cally ? ’ 

Then sfee added, “ Well, I’ll go now, and please make 
haste, for it*8 after six ai!d we always start at seven. It’s 
so warm, you know. Cazalet rose in a trAior jji excite- 
ment. * 

It was siKhta change from his quiet life ifi the Sllejit 
house in Yeoland.* 

Day after dc^, year afte^ year, he rose there, knowing 
just avhat the hours held for !hm. A talk with his lordship, 
%ride over the estate, slow co»vers3tion^ with slow-minded , 
tenants, heavy English meals served* by his good old 
hdUsekeeper, his sleep after luncheon, his Jx)mij)n pajjer, 
more work, his glass of whiskey an 4 l ’water, bed. 

• An^ this ^golden day whojc 4x)ld fingers had forced his, 
shad^ windows, held for him— what ? 

The old ma5i almost scampered to the vfindow ancf let 
♦1 tfie lighjt. Before him ^fretcheef the sea, •sparkling afid 
blue as the sky above it.* A strong s^ent of heliotrope 
came up \o him from the garden, bringing with it a sudden 
vivid refhembrance of his feelings as, yesterday on the 
hot road, it had reached him for the first time. 

It v^hs all wTong, of courSe he ought to go* at once^ 
aijd hPs staying was a tacSt* approval of the family dis- 
grace— but — j^is hghday was his own, and he was aft^ 
all not his lordship s servant. 

Half an hour firter a mprry, rosy Cazalet,* ten .years 
younger than the o^ man who had only yesterday plodded « 
the hillt joined the*little party on the lawn. 

Pauline, in a charming costu^ of blue liiwn, gave him 
her hand wfth, her old careless cordiality, and Sacheverel 
was potftfely friendly. • * 

A perfect da^ fdr ajficnic," he said, as the shabby 
young footman ^tarted oft down the Iqjhwith a bundle 
of pSnisots and wraph. I am glad you ire h^e to |njoy 
it mth us.” Cizalet rtpeated*his ck»btf to them, but 
Pauline lau^iedjgail;^. ” My dear Caxzy, you have proved 

^ - 4 ^ 9 ^ 
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yourself o\]f friend by coming, and |is to tiAt, you ^avg 
always been^mjr father's ^end.” 

Sacheverel* t^ok uo his hat. We'd better start, 
Pauline ; jt is rattief* mte/' 

The wa/ to the sea led first through an olive orchard, 
then through a perfectly kept park, which Pauline told 
her guest was the property of their host, Count* de Vau- 
court, and thei,* twisting and turning curiously, it struck 
into the b^Uels of the earth, and the steward foijnd himself 
in •'ar undeg^ound gallery cut out of so^d^ rock, and 
lighted by an occasional air-hole, on ^which the bright 
sky seemed to rest. 

At the foot t)f the descent, j|)read the brflliant blue sea, 
and at the end of# the ^stone pier, where the yacht was 
moored, several p^le were^tanding aU)ut, talking and 
laughing. T^e Countess, a handsome woman of uboi^ 
thirty-eight, ^with a carefully done up face under a thick 
lace veil, greeted the st?wai^, who was introduced merely 
is a fnend, with civil indiffetertce, and then, when a small, 
rather fat man^in knickers had shaken hands with him, 
Cazalet found himself rnjaking a Jow bow to a thin, yelbw-^ 
faced woman in araunlJ^gpiinely plain hat and a crumpled 
linen gown. This was she wno had made him cry like 
a baby in the Italian play of which he had not unH;erstood 
a word. Pam stood on one side watching the little scene 
with her curious air of detached curiosity, and when Cr^et, 
after a stumbling reiyark to th^ great artiste, had turned 
in his cmbarrassijicnt to the Tittle white yacht, the child 
^camc forward, and sitting dc^n by Madarhe Ravaglia, 
\>^her thin hand in hers and kissed if jeverently. 

I Biloi' giomo, piccina ! 

“ Buon’ giomo, grandezza I 

^Ifc two, sg.unalike, sn^iled at eacn oiner, and Cazal< 
turning, saw with a little ^art, that something identic 
looked out from the two |>airs of eye^ ^ ^ 

ind then, as they all went oh ^oard, the olij man sighi 
« Ifc recalled tjje same look in \he eyes of Caliban tl 
evening before. The veiled sa^ess of -ibonkey-ey^ hi 
in Jt lomething^pgfoaching the ^pression of tiose « 
ot which looks the Md mystery of genios.* 



* There is arf island Jyi^ flat Cjp the jwiter, net* far from 
me 9ope on which Pauline Yeoland’s Arca(fia,was situated, 
and to this island, after a two hour^ flight^der the shore^ 
the Yacht Delpkine bent its wings; 

A* cool breeze had come up and the boat sped over crisp 
ruffled waves that now and then broke into a white frill, 
ai^* sparged in the sun. ^ 

" The landing is in there — quite hiddinpyou ihe,” Pam 
explained |o Cazalet. “ The island Ifelongs tonhe monks, 
but M. de,V^court has rented a little bit fil the wdbd, 
and come oft^ — it is cooler than on the mainland.*' 

It was very beautiful, an^ the old man who had drudged 
an(^ toUed for^others all hf% life, who had never had any 
pleasure, and to whom Love had* turned a scornful wing, 
Telt as though h# were young for the first time. 

• Sadieverel and Miss Pauline were not married ; ^ the 

little painted Countess was not yisited; an^l*as to the 
j)lai 9 silenf woman with the monkey-eyes ! • 

’ Y«t these bad people >fei* all charming, and in ha 
sudcfen moral paralysis, Cazalet /qlt that they weft all 
-chiming because they were all ha^y. 

How g4y they were ! J|)e Q»unt hrfd brought a great 
basket «n board, and its contents remained a mystery 
until just before they landed on the island, when he 
opened it and tossed from it handfuls of roses and helio- 
tropevto the women, whose*cries of delight, sbftened by 
yie water, fell like music uq the air., * 

“ Take mine, please, Carissima ! ” . 

Pam had'ma® a great bunch of heliotrope and^ wJlj* 
pressing it into flia actress’s hands. 

" It is so sweety it maljes one dizzy with joy? I wish 
f could die'with sitlelling it too much,” the child crigd, 
and Ravaglia fastened the ofluring to hes^gown with a 
big jewelled pin. 

The*bit 8i purpla swee^ess in bis button-hole seemed 
to the stewvd an order Jibat joined him to the comm^ty 
of careless people he so .enjoyed. He was not an old, 
haAl4vo^dng rasiness-man ; he was a^ age*be chose to 
be, and the wdiid was doll of beaut)'.. 

They breakidsted in a shadowy buUoW in the woods, 
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and whfii they had gone on a little farthOr, leaving tte 
servants to clear ^way^e debris* of the meal, thiy <al 
sat or lay dfiwn, and Ravaglia recited to them. 

What it wa5 all f about Cazalet had ^o idea, but the 
magic of feer wonderful voice was enough for the old inan, 
who closed his eyes and dreamed of things he had never 
known. 

Paulije an(j •Sacheverel sat together, her golden head 
resting ft|?nkly on his shoulder, while the fat little count 
aad, his wife listened hand in hand. 

cThere was no decent English reserve, b'tit tazaiet was 
not shocked. It was Arcadia*! 

“ Don't you want to know >^ha^ she said? 

It was Pam whcj had, crept up toX^zalet. You uon't 
understand Italian^ do youi?” 

“ No. I don’t understand " 

The child rose.^ “.I will tell you ; I have heard it 
^before and have put itMnto English.” 

‘ The others watched hei^vcth lazy amusement ^ she 
begen, her thi^ little body well-balanced, ,her eyet* half 
closed in close immitfljjon of artiste, but Cazalet;, as 
she continued, fe^^t the josy mists that had folded him 
being rent as by a strong roifgli hand. 

— and your mouth it is crimson like a pomegranatS flpwcr, 
Sweet as honey on Hymettus’s fragrant slopes, 

And biftcr as sea-salt's edge — ** 

There was an atten^pt at rhytfim in the rough ti^anslation. 

^Catch me then close to ydar heart whose throbs 
I^eak ^ikc great waves on, mine ; 

Bliifd my eyes with your ^tinging h^ir, and forget 
^hth mo all but just tliat ; the beat of the blood, 

The burr t of the kissy ” 

” Bravo ! ” 

”Bravissima, PamV* 

tazalet rose, his wrinkled fac&red.^ 

” Pm, cmc*yith me and show me ,the monaf^t^/' . 
he said hurriedly, conscious of his own confuaorf, and 
angry with evexybddy, the child Iberself included. 



“ No, no. • I want^her to do ‘ Le Passional^* I' laughed 
%^41ine. 

Sacheverel looked at the steward. ^ 

“ You're rigjit, Mr. Cazalet," Hfe^syd* " ^le convent 
is very interesting. Go, Pam." And Ca^et*drew a sigh 
of relief. 

As tlfty went up th^ sandy road to* the low building 
a^nst the sky line, the old man was*\^tterl}» ashamed 
>f himself. How he had been drawn»into the Whirlpool ! 

He wouM ^t back to England as quickly as possitjemnd 
:ell his lord^p and Mrs. Maxse all about *t ; all about 
Pam. 

Surely thej^ would npt Ijt the child, aftdt all their own 
le?h and blo^, stay where she was. ^It was impossible. 

He sighed. ^le would l^ve a bad* half hour with hi^ 
prdship. 

" Don’t you like to hear me recite, Mr. Caz^t ? " abked 
ihe^child •curiously, as they^ walked hand in hand past 
i garden in which a busyti^k was digging. 

"'S’d rather see you playing with a dolj, my dcar.i' 
Would you ? I hacl a doll i\^^hen I jwas small M. 
le Sant'« Anna’s dog ate^it." 

" Dear me 1 But surely 5^ou Tiave had others ? " queried 
the oilman, surprised at the fierce note in her voice. 

She turned, her eyes veiled with unshed tears. 

" b never wanted another," she said. " Ab ! there is 
Pater Demctrio. He wilj be glad Jo see me." 

* Cazalet knew ♦hat she* had change^! the subject on 
purpose, an^ said no morg about the doll. 



CHAPTER V 


Loci) Yeoland sat on the north terrace in his wheel*chair. 
It «was a diarming windless summer morning, and from 
where the old man sat everything was 'green ; the beau- 
tiful sappy g^en of England.^! Eyen the walls of the red 
house were hung w|th v^es, and the lerrace was garlanded 
with oaks and belches, Aitlistant clocjc struck eleven, 
and Lord Yeoland raised his head sharply. Cazalet had 
said eleven, and l\e was always prompt. It was a good 
ijuality, a most excellcrft quality— in others. No Yepland 
had ever possessed it, as thq'oW man acknowledged tq him- 
self with a chucjde, but in others he had found.it invaluable. 

There was Ijttle of the stenif father of fiction in lord,, 
Yeoland. In sjiity of liif gout he was still young-looking 
for his years, and his carefully* sliaven pink face was round 
and dimpled. . 

It had been a great blow to him when his favourite 
daughter had informed him .that she was going of with 
Guy Sachevercl, but he had no Ipng line of spotless women- 
kind behind him to wfiose ashek he burnt incense and whose 
,^ijst3 barred the way to for^veness. ^ All the Yeoland 
weijp easy-going as to morals, apd as the men had 
most bCthem twen successful* in whatever kind of life 
they had chosen, the doifigs of 'the woipen 
1^‘import^t than tl\^y might have been. Pauline 
would have been welcome' to Sachevercl as, a husband, 
for the fellow was great in his line,' and a rhki M^ing person, 
bu^ her going to him in defiaitca of everything as she had 
dont was rather too much, evOT for a Yeoland, and *her 

father had past her off in the ajJproveiJ style. 

The Kennedy, woman had com^ to 8eei.hii& dKl 
Though rather pre\ty she was an unattractive peisoD, 



Mi 

and her nose Vras glossy ; he had tned to pei^juade her 
trikt her most dignified*course waff to diforce her husbAnd* 
This, ’however,* ^e* flatly refused to do, and finding that 
Lord Yeoland copld not overtake anfl ihjit up hij destruc- 
tive daughter, retired to her suburb and wasP no more 
heard of, 

Rosamiftd — the old map's clever mouth ^ve a humorous 
twis\ as he thought of his other daugbt^; Rosamund 
was that exception to the rule— a»virtuous /Veoland ; 
and she was a good, tender daughter, a devout church- 
womant a loyal* wife, a careful mother. * 

But she had wlfite eyelashes and no sense of humour. 
Pauline had no# been gone i^x months befoit her father, 
unkribwn to every ono, wrote offering tp forgive and take 
htr back if she ^^ould give Sachevefel. 

JTiis«she refused to do, and he recognised jn her brief 
letter a happiness so complete that she hardly remembefed 
thing^that iay behind and bewnd^it. ^ 

• On^day in Paris he had pass^ her leaning on Sacheverel's* 
arm, and — sh^ had not seen him I So he, had given#' up 
hppi^ig for her return. Oqce or t^e he had written ifo 
ner. She iad answered \rith al^flt-n^d^ amiability, 
and that, was all. And noV Cazalet was bringing her 
child to Jpm ! • 

Poor Cazzy, who had believed him as implacable as 
he shopld have been, and who had been pale with fright 
as he told the tale of his flight into Arcadia I 
It had amused the old maA to feign the expected an^, 
add to allow ^he good steward to persuaSe him by much 
earnest eloquence,1;p take the unfortunate chil(i. ^ ^ 

At last he had consented, Mrs. Maxse had positively 
jijmped ah the ch^oe to d6 a good work, and — it was i 
quarter-past eleven, and — yes, thi^rc they ca^^e 1 
Cazalet, wjien he had shown Hhe child her grandfather's 
solitary ^gurt, "discre^tl^ retired, an^ she came on alone. 

She walked well, crept, a^a^hpugh the muscles of her 
le^ and feef were stroflg. and white 

>tqa, oeitber slowly nor fast, Wd 'wAbi ih# llaU' 
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hef grandfather, held out her small globed band with 
a (fuiet air that 6urpri#.*d him. 

“ How <fo you do, my dear ? ” he said kindly. " I am 
very glad to %ee jroii, 

‘‘ I aA quite Veil, thank e 

Her dark eyes, shadowed by unusually long and silky 
lashes were hef only beauty, t^e noticed. Ha* nose was 
rather found her mouth too large. 

'' Yod^are not ipuch like your mother.’* 

• 'I No, I am like my father.” 

« ” Your father was a very handsome rain,* my (iear,** 
“He is still a very handsome mart ; and I am ugly, 
you mean ?* I am at the u^^ly^ age.” 

The old man ^ursl^. out 'laughiqg. ” Are you irideed 
Well, let us hopo-^you will jftiprove. Y^u are ten, Cazalet 


tells me.” 

Yes.” ' ^ . 

” That \s a monkey ? ” 

Her eyes twinkled, It ib a numming-bird^' • 

Jt did not occur to him to reprove hef, and when he 
lyid done laughing Irej continued : ” I have heard n(j>thing 
at all about yoii^ sinee ^our birth.” 

Cazzy had told him df hdr ‘quaint remarks, qpd he was 
trying to draw her out. 

” 1 supj^KDse not.” He was disapjx)inted. 

” Why do you supjx)se qot ? Why should shq not tell 
» me about you ? ” 

” I mean—becau^ you hate her.” 

He started. "'Hate her! Nonsense. Who told you that ? ” 
^ Pilgrim told me.” ^ 

‘ Pijgrim ? Who is he ? ’ 

‘ Jane Pilgrim, my mother’s mpidk She myjnufse 
liocv, and I brought licj; here.” 

” Indeedi I should have thought that she brought you,’ 
” Servants do not bring ladi6s. May H.havq, a bath, 
please ? ” ' «- 

4Ier change of theme was iihentional, he* saw ; she had 
had enough of .Pilgrim. 

you wjll ring th? bell iust'insijje tha4 <foor — to 



^en you aft dressed, come to my room. J*wis6 to 
ples^t your. aunt to you." 

" You are laughing at me because I ^(f that about 
Pilgrim. One dpesn't present gro^^^)^ple to ^children." 
Then her sombre eyes suddenly flashed, and sh6 burst out 
laughing. "lam glad I came," she exclaimed. " I'm sure we 
shall be gftat friends. I api exactly like you in some ways ! " 

A few minutes later he returned toc^yie subject of 
her bath, and shaking hands once more witl/him, she 
went into tye Jiouse. 

When she had disappeared, Lord Yeolancf steered his 
chair down the t^^rrace, ir^fo the billiard-room, through 
a loi^ corridor,*to a lift in \M^ich he mounted to the second 
flooi^nd a few minutes later Imockcd at 4is daughter's door. 
•Mrs. Maxse was writing. ' 

Ah, father ! " 

Rising, she waited until he had maooeuvKjjJ* his chair 
into i^is faw)urite comer by ^he Vindow, and then sat* 
(fown*by him. 

" Well— she^has come ? " 

* "ifes. She is interesting." 

" Poor ohild. It s very sad fpr'her/ 

The old man laid his delicate finger tips together and 
looked ^ her with pleasant authority. " Now, Rosa- 
mund, I wish you to understand that I will not have her 
pilied. ^She is very amusing and original, and I don't 
wish you to spoil her." , 

Spoil her ! But I had no idea of sufh a thing." 

" We use the \#ord in different ways. You may kiss 
her and pet her ^ much as she will let you,’i he 
with a little laugh, " but I* don’t have her wepto^er or 
compassionated wfthi She* knows that most people's 
father and mother are married, land that bjrs are i!ot‘; 
but that, Cajalet tells me, she •regards merely as an inte- 
resting p^culterity. It appears that— Am /—Pauline 
the fellow ar^ very bapp^ 'so that the child has always 
been happy too." • 

" H^pv I Poor ^auline ! " , 

The elder sister drew^a deep sigh, ^and her plain red 
face^pakd a littk. 
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^ Yei, dear. All these yearj, while ^ou have 
ladenting over ahd pr^g for your Jost .sister, slje ^ 
been living‘in Arcadia. The villa is named Villa Arcadie, 
it seems. Caz^ef she looks very hapdsome, and toat 
ihe and §acheverel are utterly devoted to each othtr.*’ 
^‘Oh, father]'* Mrs. Maxse's dull, gentle eyes filled 
with tears. “ How awful it is 1" ^ 

I dicagreer<^h you, Rosamund. As long as she chose 
to give up everything for the one man, I am ^ad she finds 
tl*at she has got, so to say, her money's ^woirth. Cazalet 
tells me tliat coming home in the evening on the yacht, 
Sacheverel sang ; he says th{it he never dreamed of such 
music. I ntost confess,” he a^ed, after a siiort pause, ” that 
I regret that position ^enies me the pleasure of — a 
visit to Arcadia.'^ ^ c ^ 

Mrs. Ma^se, who had carefully guarded during all tfiose 
y^ars the ^ret pf her father's real attitude towards his,, 
< erring daughter, sighhd. She had, long ago, m^de an 
' attempt to lead the sinner/^adk to the path of righteousne^, 
buA it had eroded by Pauline, in a towering rage, •having 
r^uested he( to leav^ the ro<?m, and since then tha'p<^ 
woman, honestly^moiftryng her sister, and sincevely praying 
for the pardon which she Believed to be impoesible, had 
heard nothing of her. 

” Has she— been taught anything ? ” she asked after 
a pause, t 

Pauline ? Oh, ^ the childt Pm sure I don't know. 
She will be cojning to my room shortly, to meet you. 
Where’s Ratty ? ” • ^ 

^ Riding.” 


” Wkere’s Dick ? ” 

" ^ havn’t'seen hirf this morning.” 

He s ii^Jebt again%” 

She clasped her hands nervously. “L know. Oh 
father, I am so ashfimed.” ■ ‘ • 

. needn t be, my deaf. It is not your fault. Nor 


She rote. ';As tke child Paijela is geing W ray room 
had we not better go down ? ^ - J', “* 



CHAPTER VI 


When Pam^ajl been inspected by her auiU she svis 
told by her grandlayier to go out and take a look at thingS. 

“ You will see everythingtmuch more satisfactorily by 
yourself,” the dfd man added, "people who* show their 
possessions and surroimdingS| to a stranger arc always 
bi^, and they Was and bore the stratiger." 

Mrs. Waxse sighed. Her father's ways wera to her to 
fthis day the ways of an unknowij 'being, thaii' natures 
being ^ unlilfe as to utterly forljid even a moderate under- 
standing of each other, altHbui|h half unconsciously the 
poor little woman realised that her yjew of him, like that 
oUtha tortoise of the hawkf was less com^rahensivc than 
his, as he Idbked down, of her, 

" Ratty* would love to show Pamela the place," she 
ventured.* 

"Which is really," interru])ted Lord Yeoland, "why 
I'm sending her now, before ‘Ratty comes. Gift along, 
Pam." 

And Pam cut along. She had seen dacr browsing in 
the distance a5 she* had l)eeB driven up the avenue, and^ 
deer had for her the*oharm thc^ always have for imaginj^ti^ ‘ 
childhood. ^ * 

Crossing 4he square hall she went out into the old; 
fashioned portico and walked slowly across ths lawn. 

The dimpled hollows pf the ‘park filled with waving 
lights aridi shadows, were i^ost beautiful. It was very 
different from Jtaly. * 

The flower-beds, a Diaze oi weu-maswd colour, were 
gorgeous thall any she had ever seen, ahd the splendour 
of old oalu, each one a^r5onaIity,»\nas not wasted on 
the diild, whose ^uick eyes saw everything and whose 
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qulik br^ was apprecl|tive in spi^e of hef quite unusual 
igndrance. " 

In the lAid^e of the lawn she paused, and turning, 
her handj claspe4 Behind her, inspected ^he house. 

The body of it was ugly, early Georgian, solid, preten- 
tious, and pondprous in its lines, but to the left was a 
wing of Tudor architecture, beaiitiful in its ivy-clad age, 
and to ^e right, separated by a graceful arch, through 
which, eiicnding tkus between it and the m^in building, 
stretched a waJk of perfect turf, edged \yith graceful ^ 
limes, stoo<l the ruins of the old monastery from’ which 
the place took its name. 

The ruins,* deftly propped find ctrengthefhed were among 
the oldest in that|parttof Ei;igland, -and their ragged lines, 
sharp drawn agaifkit the sky, and the green of the limes, 
contrasted .oddly with the solid comfort of the house 
Itself. 

• Again to the right," beyond the bit of crumbling wall 
Hhat marked where the c^ef^l had been, a square carp 
poi^d gleamed in the midst of all the greenness. 

JThe little girl sighed withi- delight. It was au tvei?/ 
splendid, and sh4>wai Uje grapd-dayghter of ite owner. 

She would go up into the" tower some day; »there was 
sure to be a nook where she could hide with a kook from 
the boy Ratty, of whom her grandfather and her aunt 
had seveval times spoken, .and who was bound to be 
objectionable. ^ 

In the mealtime that surely was a deer, stepping 
^.daintily tlirough the distant trees. Shiftihg Caliban to 
ih^ “other ishoulder she walked on. An hour later, her 
^hand3 ttill behind her, she entered the monastery ruins, 
and sitting down in the refectory «drew a long breatn. 
The* nanow^. windows le^ in but little sun, and the vast 
place was dusky, even at^ noon, Jor in its midst grew a 
great oak, and wherg so long ago 4:he moiiks' osandalled 
feet had trod, acorns rested in t^ck grass. ^ 

The clnld locked up at the great tree and wondered 
how pld it jvas. •Tt must be, according tJO her sim^lore, 
at least four hundred years, ii^ which Case tbe monks 
must have lived ev^ longer ago than thart. She 
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than, as she Imew monks In It^y, bimly, browii-fa^ 
melt ill rough woollen frocks. She imagined ’a long table 
with plwter plate? and thick glasses ^of oily black wine ; 
in the niche where she sat at the end'^of the room, had 
sat, nd doubt, the reading brother behind his Sesk and 
read aloud to the others while they broke->their fast. 

Sh^ won3bred if they had said " Memento mori ” to 
each other, and gave a little shiver. She’ vas banning 
to /eel tRemj ’ ' 

From behiwd Jhe oak she could almost see tfie face’o! 
a young* monk wh^ sometimes had come to the villa ; 
Padre Ignazio. She had liked him, for he had^ handsome 
grey ^es and stfong white te'^th that flashed. 

"And when they had eater everythirg," she thought, 
" they all said an Ave together ; ‘ Ave Maria.’ ” 

SuddAly she rose, and setting down the moskey, took 
•ff her hat and pulled from her haif'thc' three > Big pins 
th^ fastened It to her crown. 

The lieavy mass waving 'ScK-'n over her dark frock 
hung lilfe a cow!, hiding her cars and, her shoulders. She 
was a^onk. And she was not only a monk of five hundred 
years ago, But she was bea’iljful young Father Ignatius 
translated backwards to that period. 

She feltdier eyebrows assume the patient curve of his ; 
she felt her teeth flash under a budding moustache. 

" Ave «Maria, gratia plena — 

Upr voice, full and slightly vcilc-i like Ravaglia's, 
deepened as she went on and she heard her brethren join 
her prayer which turned to Italian as she continued. 

"Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, ora pro nobis- ^er 
eyres were full of tears and her voice shook ; " ‘ et id hora 
moHis nostfs.’ What a terrible, cold black word, 

' mortis I ' /a morte.' ” 

" I say, you are a queer one.” 

The reincarnation of the Rt^ading^Brothcr gave a great 
start, and then a cool laugh. 

" Am I ? I suppose you’re Ratty ? jWell, Ratty, 
you aAo^to^ fat fot ycur size, and I hate white mice; lo 
<k)n’t come any nearer, pleise.” ’ 

Tb^ toy wto wto coming slowly towards her stopped. 
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Thl sensation of having the table? turned comple^y cn 
one is never *quife pleasant, and possibly it is ne^^r Bess 
so than w&en one is a male aeature of thirteen* much 
spoiled hv prosperfty, and tte turner merely a girl, and 
three ye^ younger than one's self. 

“ I shan’t come any nearer,” the boy returned siUlaly ; 
“ and if I’m too fat, you are a« precious lot tbo thin, let 
me tell* ^ou.c* You’re Aunt Pauline’s daughter. Grand- 
father toU me youfwere prowling about.” 

' I wasn|t prowling. How old are you ?(.” o 
' " Thirteen and a half.” Ratty l]ad fully intended 
taking and keeping the uppci* hand of this person, inferior 
from every ’point of view, aScit seemed to^im ; but.some- 
how he found himself tnswering her rapid fire of questipns 
in an inexplicably meek way. Afterwards he explained 
his attitude to himself by calling it that of politeness, 
which haS occurred bejpre. 

” What’s your real nam." ? " 

“ De Rattrec Gilbert Yaiafid Maxse.” 

'6 And you live here ? ” 

Yes.” . 

” Any brotheii or siqfcrsj’ ” 

“ One ; a sister. 1 say, is the monkey yours ? ” 

“Yes; don't touch him }llcasc. What’s her name, and 
how old is she ? ” 

While ‘the Iwy answered that her name was EvJjtn and 
that she was eleven* Pam rolled her hair into a long rope, 
ar\d bending heg head coiled the rope into its usual place. 
Then pinning on her hat sha remarkecl casually : “ Well, 
hungty, so it must l)e Imjchcon time. Good-bye.” 

Hut “Ratty, witli all the njalc's usual desire for what 
spems to 1)0 turning inaccessible, jfocketed hfe mice alld 
joined her. <• 

” I’m hungry too. I sa^, what,a lot of hair you have ! ” 

Pam looked at him out of ^e ends of her'eyei,*scoming 
the tribute of a turned head. YeS, it istvery beautiful 
hair, but it is heavy.” 

" t supp^ee tha’t is why you wear itdonb up at yodr^ge.” 

" Partly that, aqd'pardy because if I fet it hang things 
would get in it and it would have to be'cut off.” 
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^"Well, if it did? , You'd be-^much more comforible 
vrithia short flaane like Evelyn." ' * 

Thin she tum^. " Fd die if my hair was cut off, 
de Rattrec Gilhfert Yeoland Maxse^,"^5^e saidf,with pas- 
sionate solemnity. “ Fd die, do you hear ? " ^ 

The boy stared at her curiously, but* the passivity of 
those borA fat and destined to live and die fat, was his. 

A^er a moment he asked, " What were pou dphig there 
in the refectory ? " 

" Did ypn hke it ? " 

" Like it ? flow do you mean ? ' 

Her eyes flashecf at him. “ I mean, wasn't it splendid, 
the ^ hora moriis nostra ' ? , I never got down so deep 
befofe." 

It sounded like a bass-viol, if that's" what you mean," 
h^retifmed, rather meaning, in a weak way, to be offensive, 
but to her surprise she threw herx*arras about* his heck 
and g^ve hkn a hasty but grj^tefu/ kiss. " Did it ? Oh,* 
Vam ^lad. You are a nice bc<(, even if you are fat. I'll' 
do a levely one for you after lunch — a poctn, I mean/' 
^They had reached the portico, and she stopped short, 
with a dnamatic wave of, |ier ^and. But you don't 
speak Italian," she cried. " It is a pity — but I will learn 
some English ones ! " ' 



CHAPTER VII 

{ 

{ 

The’ days passed by, and Pam hardly noCcea their flight. 
She was not at all homesick,, and oncepwhen Mrs. Maxse 
asked her if she did not miss her mother, the child answered 
" No, but I am afraid she wih miss me." 

“ Why should niiss yfu if you don’t miss her ? ’h 
“ Because— I take care of her. I brush her hair always, 
and I rub wrists when she can’t sleep, and so on.' I 
don’t misshicr bccauso»I am amused ; one is homesick only 
when one is lonely." , '• 

Poor Rosamund Maxse' sighed. 

‘*'1 hope Evelyn would miss me if she were away,” she 
said. • ■ ' 

Pam flashed a queer luok at her. 

“Of course she would; that is different. You don’t 
love Mr, Maxse, so of course you love her more than mother 
loves me/’ 

, " Pamela I I’m— you mustn’t say such things.” cried 
the poor woman. “• Of course* I love Mr. Maxse I ” • 

*'1 don’t thitik you do. I don’t call it love. Now 
^4ott»r and motlier— ” She broke off. earinp thoughtfully 
(rat of J:he‘ window. 

” But if they love each umer so piich, I don’t see why 
yrn^ say Pauline should miss you so," went on Mrs. Maxse, 
feeling thaf^'she was lieiog undignified in arguing with 
the child, and yet urged o\i ip spite of hersfjlf. . 

Pam laughed. ' o * 

I'That isn’t love; it’s contort.* And ‘she likes my 
loving her.” * ^ ^ 

Rc^muifd iipain could not resist ; spmethiQg In the 
child seemed to lead ner on agaitet her ^1. '* Then yoq 
do love her ? " she asked. 
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tuni^ “ Do I love her ? Dh I Tow her? 'And 
youlre her own ^ter I " The scorn in hgr ^ice, instead 
of irritating Mrs^ Maxse suddenly a^pa^jed her.| 

“ I know," she said humbly enough. " It always 


that way with Pauline. I used to wonder why it was, for 
it was not only her bejiuty. There were other girls as 
beafitiful as she, but it was for her that tlfi sacrjjces were 


made. •Beginning with Jimmy Leslie and ending, so far 
as we kno^,” she went on, “with poor Jane. I •hSve 
often wondered about it, for she did not much !or 


“ I know what it is. .it'« ner temj>cramem.” 

Pdflr Rosamund, who had no 4 dea.of what tcmpera- 
nftnt was, but ^iaguely believed it to'be something bad 
and unspeakable, gave a nerv’ous start. “ My dear child I 
VSmat words you do use 1 “ 

“ l^can’t Jielp it,” insisted ^Panf, with civil obstinacy, 
“•it i%that. ^ Comte dc Vau^oajt said so.” 

“ Comte whg ? And to whom ? Surcly%he didn't 4alk 
a^ut such things to you ** 

“ No. He was talking to Maaame Kavagiia one day 
in the g^j-dcn when we firsf knew her. She was asking 
him somy things about fathcF. She knew, of course, that 
he was an artist, and as it appears that artists do not often 
love ong person for long at a •time, she said that she was 
surprised that father still gared for jpother.” 

* Oh ! ” gasped her aunt. 

“ And M. 4e \%ucourt,”^ pursued me cniiu sercneiy^ , 
said that he exf^ained it by the fact of mothir’s haVi%^ 
a devil of a temperament. *It sounds worse in English,^ 
somehow,” .she added ai>olbgetically, “but Me diabl^' 
is really nothing, yon know.” 

A burst of jnasculinc laughte^intemiptcd her, and Dick 
Maxse i|^yed«from behind the portUrc, his good-looking 
face red with suppressed miPth. 

**‘A devil ol a temperfment,* ” he qugted, his haifds 
in hi^ttousers pocket}, grinning down ai*his \yfe's liece, 

" f 'believtf you !#” 

"DicA/” 


W«U, of course ihe has, m); dear. I once wanted to 
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maily your nythy my^f," he added, turning to Pa». 

" How would you have liked me for your .father ? 

"That is perfectly, impossible,” she answered A)ldly, 

" for I ari^ half 0 ^ my own father, and ii I’d been half of 
you I’d have been— well— very different ! ” 

Maxse giggled* and lit a cigarette. “ Well, how would 
you have beei^ if you were half of me?” •he a%ked. 

“ Woul(fyou hive had my beautiful mouth, do you think ? ” 
,"It w^ disgustftg of Ratty to tell you isaifl that,” 
tlje |irl bumt out angrily, rising, “ and I jhoeight so only 
at first. I hate your mouth, and if ypu ever tr/ to kiss 
me again I'U bite you.” 

He glanced uneasily at his wife, •and gave*a nervous^j^ugh. 

" You’re a rudqjlittlS begupr,” h«! commented, but P|p, 
without waiting fb hear his remark had marched out, 
ilajnming the door. 

As she \tent ddwnS^^irs she heard footsteps behind her, 
and turning, saw Cazalet. 

"Oh, Carry, I am glatrio see you. Where haVe j^u 
IjeAi ? ” 

With hisnorpsni[v*my deat. What is the matter ? ’i 
His kind eyes had atvincij noted the unusuSl red in her 
cheeks, and red with Pam was alwaj’s a danger signal, 

" I have been r^de ag.ain to Mr. Maxse, butel do hate 
him so. ^ He mak^ my flesh creep, nasty jelly-fish ! ” 
Cazalet suppressed a laugh that was not entirel;> without 
the element of pletsure. 

>" Be careful,* my dear ! ” 

‘‘.(Well, he is. Father is ^wice as big, ^t father is as 
i'ard as fton, and Mr. Maxy looks M if he’d collapse if 
«>u pricked him — bah ! ” . 

yhere was something unchildlikC in her (fislike of lier 
aunt’s hushthd, and Cazalet realised it. “ He is considered 
handsome,” he observed iiildly, ^is they caitie out into the • 
sun, where his tittle dog-car{ was waiting for bhn. Pam 
g()t in without asking leave a(jd hft drove off. 

" I know. He’s handsome— but I hate him. H® kissed 
me <)ne day,” she added half amasedSy, “ and neyly 
put his eye dut, , T only meaai to scratch him, but 1^ 
wriggled." 
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♦Caxakt did not' laugh. It h%d come to seenr to Aiim 
hii dkty to prtsente as best he could thfs wild^vine planted 
by Im advice in the home soil. “ You ^e too big to 
scratch people,”, he said seriously. * 

" Then I’m too big to be kissed," was her prompt reply. 
They drove down the long avenue, pa»t the lodge, and 
out jnto ttje sunny road .high. ^ 

“ I am coming to tea,” Pam remarked %t leiftth. " I 
haven’t* been for a long time.” 

■ " Did yoi* tejl any one ? ” 

"Nd^ but they^on’t be anxious, iney are usea lo 
my being late. All Yeolaricls are unpunctual, my G. F. 
says^and when 1 am later tlftyi usual, they scntl for Pilgrim 
aij|l she ‘tells them how much^worse I u^ed to be, and that 
consoles them.” - * 

i' well, it appears to me that you do abouh as you Jike 
in most things.” ^ 

Thai' had* reached the tun^ in the road and were off 
betwofcn golden stubble field?, hiyond which the little town 
lay hidden in ft fold in the hills. 

I always do what I likt." 

'"Alway^? That is inijio^sibl^. 

Their eyes met defiantly. “ Well — if I absolutely can't, 
then I s^p bothering and flo some other thing that I 
want to.” The whole of philosophy in a nutshell. 

Mrs. ilamp, Cazalet's houf»ekee]>er, was ver^ fond of 
Papi, and the child's coming wits thft signal for the pro- 
duction of such wonders as damson jan^ sweet biscuits, 
and even exceedingly harcb sweets done up in stuped 
paper, of which tlie*house was at other times ftppat;pni%' 
innocent. * 

^am was hungry, ^nd enjoyed her tcast with child- 
hood's pleasing greediness. 

Cazalet wa%:hed her a^little vftstfuUy. 

” PanH'i M said aker a Jong pause. ” What do you 
hear from youf motUfer ? ” ^ 

” Nothing in particula*. *11^^ are .both well, and 
la^et JSas been Singing a great deal. Pigs hftve bIgun, 
and AawSitina, •the fagn^s daughto, %as twins. I 
wish,^' she add^*licking her spoon, ” taat I had twins.'' 
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Bles^ me l Well, pernaps you may, liom^ day/’ 

Mm. Hamp,*wh€) had^come in *on some houserofe^ 
pretext, laughed heartily. Perhaps yOur husband 
might not be f)leas#dt though, Miss Pam. The doctor, 
poor dear^gentlenfen, was very much pdt out, the ^ last 
time 

“ I am not going to have a husband/’ 


Well, reallj»I Now what a young lady yuu are* to 
be sure I *^here’s np danger of your being an old jnaid,” 
ejs^i^ated the good woman hastily, to cover her own and 


her master’stconfusion. 


Pam laughed. c 

“ Who sai(^ I was going to 1^ an old mqid ? Of course 
I shan’t. I shall have ^ a lov^r and he will adore ma, as 
father adores mothijr, but m^riage is a hHise** 

Poor Mrs. Hamp left the room overcome. 

‘‘Jmagtnc’ me beii;ig an old maid,” remarked Path, 
)ielping her^lf agmn te damson jam. 



CHAPTER VIII 


One of the Advantages of being a nomad is ihlt one^hw 
almost JiterjJly <io social duties. 

One camps for a*time wh^e one likes, seiuug up uuc a 
movable Lares agd Penates i^ strange nooks whpse strange- 
ness gives no shock ; the sof J-pillows arc brought out to 
de«k a new comer ; the old lillcdtwith new flowers, 
have a, charm of ftieir own in their familiarity that prosy, 
sWy- at-home porcelain does not knovy. 

All these ^hings, provided that^he unc pa sun wuu 
coant^is there too, wearing i^ Petersburg the little red 
slippere,you bought her that rfty in Cairo^ or with the 
back of his dear head leaning comfortably, in Palemjp, 
against thej)illow you embroidercdVir him m Christiania, 
Guy Sachevercl and Paulinft*Ye(Vand knew these things, 
and while \hey had made Vill% Arcadic the home nest into 
which the^ dropped after all their flights, they had travelled 
a great ^eal in the careless Bohemian way that Pauline 
in spite of her birth, sccm’ed to understand better 
than he. His Bohemianism* was tlfat of habit, little 
bourgeois as he had been born ; hcr’s \fas that of the 
heart and soul. * 

" The third day oi rain, Guy I Can the summer rcaJjy 
be^gone ? ” ^ 

“ It looks that way, aearesi. What shall^ we do ? ” ' 
"Go somewhere; anywhere, .wnere the sufi shines, ui 
where it^ a |eal decent* winter, with snow and bells." 

And in A day or tjvo ofi iUiey would go, accompanied 
by grim Pilgrito and the ihild, who thus was quite used 
to strange quartei| and wagon-lits, uid to^om the c^arm 
df* th? ^mknown ^d tmexpected. waj as gjeat* as It was 
to hq^ mother. 
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Monk’s Yeoland, with^its sober .splAdour, so strongly 
contrasted by •the* dreamy beauty of the ruins, deli^hW 
the child. * 

It was totally u/iHki anything that she .had ever known. 
She hked*the easy-goingness of Ufe in hotels, she •liked 
the plays and oj^ra to which Pauhne, feeling carelessly 
that it was a pity for the child, to have no imuseipent, 
had sejit hec* with Pilgrim ; but it pleased her to 
be surrourded by perfectly drilled servants, to liave a 
siftiig-room of her own, and her bath-room with its gleaming 
white tiles ^as a source of never-ending delight tc? her. 

All the things that had rathhr bored ner mother touched 
In the child* a chord that vyn*atcd all through her^ip its 
responsiveness. . 

Even the delicicms food ha^d its place in the great whole 
which went, to making her so content. She was Tran^ly 
goufmel, ^ , quality that her father had given her, and i 
•Lord Yeoland was mu"^ arpused by her thoughtful rppre- 
\nation of his viands and ^in%. 

“iRatty doein’t know claret from ginger-beer,” the old 
said one.d^, to^which the fat boy repUed stoutly, 
♦•Yes, I do, graiidfa^h^r. -^pd I hke ginger- beer and 
loathe claret ; nasty inky stuff.” 

Para raised her claret-glas^ and looked at it against the 
light. ‘‘ I like it ; it is smooth and a little sour, and I 
feel as if^I were drinking rubies,” she remarked. • 

• Dick Maxse, who^iad just^oome home from a fortnight 
in Jtown, and Iqoked very seedy, groaned. ” There are 
, occasions,” he said to his father-in-law, “When claret is 
j Snly wine a man can look at,” 

” ^uhe so ; have some more, Dick I ” 

^Lord Yeoland's eyes t\v'inl:led. Maxse was a scaiilp, 
a spendthri4 -and a rake, but he had a saving sense of 
humour. Pam, on the coi^rary, {ooked at the man whom 
she had been instructed to call uncle, and whom she stead- 
fastly called nothing at all, whl^ the frank ^lisgust that he 
ne^er failed to bring to her eyes, 

He^^looke^ up 4nd saw her. 

What are you tkinkkig abc\iit, Ameua ? " he asked 
good-humouredly. 



y My name Is iioP Amelia, and you know it 
1 1 panion. Well, Pamela, what were you 

thinking ? ” 

‘‘Of you. I \jas wondering why^your eyes »u— 
honiA** 

‘' Shut up, Pam, you are a cheeky Jittle beggar ! ' 
The childr» sat side b]g side, and R^ty accompanied 
his a&monition with a sharp kick under tabl^. 

The next^noment he had given a s^ort yell^and bent 
over his pla^ in pain. I'll teach you to kicK me,*y#u 
little ccfnaglia t * the little girl cried. 

Mrs. Maxse was Rot at luncheon that day, and the two 
men, both indited to l(pk«on the children in the light 
of a tjod*sent amusement for therusclves, laughed. 

^am turned to ^axse. “ rt any one Aad given me such 
a Jfnock, my father wouldn't have laughed,'' she ^d. 

“ It must have been a fearful blow." . ^ 

" \^at wctild your father hjvc dJ^Tie ? " 

Hj'd have — whacked tht j^prson who did it." 

Maxse watched her closely ; ne was int^ested in Jier, 
for in the child he felt the fyturc w^ihan, and she champed 
him. He would have given con§idt‘ralJ5^ more than he 
could afford to have had Parti scTtu or eight years older, 
for in his^ay he was a student of human nature. 

" Shall I — whack you ? " 

Lunch^n was over and they rose as she spoket 
" If you like ; but I supjipse you're ^afraid I'd bite you.". 

^ If you bite me I'll spank* you." 

He was teasing, But his ey^ ajipealea siui lo the woman ^ 
she was going to 1^® She looked at him. " If^ou 
me ru — kill you," she said Slowly. 

^or answer, he caught he/ and kissed her. 

She did not struggle, but whep he set 1^^ down, #rte 
flew at him lijje a wild beast, ard with all her force butted 
him in tl^e stomach, so tha^t he fell .against a chair, and 
then to the floor. 

" There I " she shrieke<r Ihe anger m ner small face 
^to|t^ it, and she white about thb noseband n|OUth 
In am alaAning way. 

Lord Yeoland stood filent for a mofiient and then said 
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to her steAly, “ Go up to your roomj Pamela, and stay 
thele until I Mnd for y4u.” ' • 

Without n word she obeyed him. 

“ You may go, Ra^ty.” 

Then the old moh watched his son-in-law drink a glass 
of water. * “ That was quite a blow, Dick.” * 

" A blow, sir t I thought she would have^killed me. 
I — I haven’t g^t my wind backtyes.” 

“ Conf» out ton the terrace with me, will you ? You’re 
still rathe?- green.” ‘ For the time being gout \^as Sefeated 
and • Lord yeoland walked as well as any tme |)ut for 
a slight lameness, the result, it was said, of an old 
bullet. 

The two men crossed theibladk and white stone ifloor 
of the hall in silenoe, add sattiown under a big oak outside 
the tjoor. 

“ What do you want me to do to her, Dick ? ” 

T^e old snan IK a,;'igar and leaned back comfortably 
•in his wicker chair. ic ' , 

"Do to her ? I don’t* ^uite understand.” Th^ was 
truc^ for Dick Maxse was not vindictive. ' 

f Yes. Shall I spaqk her, or shut her in her room, or 
—what ? It was’fudc, ti-hat^she did.” 

His air of complete detachment from whatever matter 
chanced to be in hand often puzzled people, arfd Maxse 
had even^yct not got quite used to it. 

Well, he said ruefully,* " I shan’t be able to move 
tb-morrow, I daresay. It wad" a cruel retiun for a loBS, 
bub I don t want’ you to punish her. She does hate being 
ikissej^, doesn’t she . -o 

^ least. I havft noticed' that she is rather 

.keen on'kissing Cazalet.” 

• Cazzy ! Well, I am not a vain man, but ” 

Lbrd Yeokhd laughed. ^ " I agree with you, but the 
fact remains that she doe^ dislike von CQ Suppose you 
stop teasing her ! ” 

“ Teasing doesn’t nurt children,” returned Dick, unex- 
[Wiemy muhsh,*^ often is the way with men of hj? type. 

H riires them of a lot of nonsenso.” '' 

That may bl, b\jtT doh’t wistvyou to tease T^i.,, 
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" Wdl, sir, upon word I don’t quite understand you ! 
• by asking mcto name Ifer puiyshnjent, and eud 


" By forbidding you to tease ner., yuit^ so ; that is 
redsdy what miave done. The fact 'is, Ma^, you 
ouldn'’'t want to tease her (it is a new word for kissing) 
she were a boy, and you know it. Sh^oesn’t know it, 
ossibly, buf she /eels it, end that is, r t^ink, why she 
-knockejJ you down.” A faint smile stBred Ae old 
lan’s lips. * To change the subject, hdW is yoiA horse’^ 
jot ? " , 

But Maxse rose and with a ^lay answei snolfed away. 
Lord Yeoland ^watched him. Ma.\se’s walk was very 
haraotariatic, had a curio\is Wanger chosen to study it. 
lisdather-in-law knew the instand butsjiof his character, 
uch as ij was, too thoroughly for curiosity, but the sprin^Jess 
raJk, the hunching shoulders, the movement of ’the heavy 
lips, told their story so well that he si|;iied Involuntarily. * 
He Himself liad been fast ^rift)Ugh in Iiis day ; he had 
Irank A^ood deal, had played,* itnd had ioved not wisely 
)ut too often. *Bui there is a well.brcd wiy of wasting 
)ne’s life, and Dick had nflt discot^red it.* He was 
roarse in his pleasures as a slatlemfln, and had not learned 
the saving J^ace of looking ill and interesting after a bout ; 
tie looked,^ Pam had expressed it, simply “ horrid/' 

“ Send Miss Pamela to me, Thomas," Lord ^Yeoland 
said suddenly to the footman* who came to remove the 
coffte-tray, and a few minut&*later Pam stood, very erect,' 
before him. 


" Are you not ashamed oi yourself ? " he asked steijuy 
The two pair of^d^es looted steadily into edeh othci^ 
H^had an Idea that th^ was sot taking him with sufticicnl 
seriousness, and drew his white eyebrows down ant 
frowned at her. 

" How coul(J you so fair forget yourseii 
** I diA^t "forget mj^lf. \woWt be* kissed, grandfather, 
90 there’s an ei*d of it!" 

He Is your uncle." 

my unele.' 

IJe is your aunt’s husband, vihieff if th^ same tntng. 
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Aunt Rosamund isiji’t my reaf auat, is she ? ” 

" Of course she is your real aunt. , What on e»tl) do 
you mean*? " 

“ I m|an, mopier* isn’t father’s wife^ you know, so I 
thought-^" His face softened at her innocent seriousness. 

'* My dear, do you know that it is very, very sad, that 
your mother is, you say, not^ your father’s wife ? ’’ 

" Sad^? I ^on’t think it is exactly sad, for they have 
such a gqpd time together.” . ^ 

« ".Nevertheless it would be much better jf they were 
married. K they were, your name would be Saclfeverel— 
that is Kennedy, and your fnother could come here, and 
every one would be glad to^see her.” ^ ^ 

Pam suddenly sat down cross-legged on the jnd 
rested her chin iif‘her hancf “ I know, Pilgrim is always 
saj^ such things. But — I don't think married pe()ple 
are happy, do you ” 

It was so ludicrotS an^ so pathetic at the same time 
that the old man did no(,L'n6w what to answer. 

" Some mafried people are very happj'.” 

But mosf aren't** Poor Madame de Vaucourt hated 
her other husband, sihd had to get a divorce from him ; 
then Aunt Rosamund "ancf— that man — you jdon’t call 
them happy, do you ? ” t 

Her eyes had their most monkey-like expression as she 
looked at him. 

• " Well, I don’t |pow ; they were very much in ^ove 

when they werej,married, or at least ” 

Instantly she pounced on cthe weak "point in his state- 
Jjeift. , 

“ There ! You see ! They used to be, and now they 
' wen’t 1 Well, just look at mother and father ! Wfiy, 
G.»F., they jwe each other so / It is — beautiful.” 

" So Cornet said.” 

There was a long pause. • Then the old man sighed. 
Something had happened, he^was not sur^ what, but his 
pleasure in th^ child as a qulfeer little animal, bom to 
amus? hinj, had' gone. For the first time he leili^ 
that she had, somewhere^ a soul, and rt" * *•--* * 
be cultivated. 
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"•Well, my dearl' hf said, gy^ly laying his delicate 
hai^ en her knot 9! hir. I have asked Mr. Maxse not 
to ioss you, ancl I must also beg you to dVil to him. 
He is a guest in my house.*' 

“Ok/" 

She whirled round and stood facing hinv " I am sorry. 
You jnay tell him that I am very sop^. I will never 
either scratch or knock him down agaJJ^." j^as for 
discipline that at this remark they bothjburst ou^ laughing. 

But when^he had run away, he sat a long time, vcfy 
thoughtful. ^ 



CHAPTER IX 


CohD Yeo^nd had never had a son, and whenrf)ne had, 
to her own great surprise, b§en bom to Rosamund Maxse, 
the old man’s joy had been ^reat. 

“ You must name him, father,"^ his daughter said to him, 
as he sat by he|j holding he red-faced newcomer rather 
slcK^uUy in his arms, “ if you won’t have him called after 
you.’' And Lord Ycoland had named him. 

‘file Viscount C}i-''dcs Adrian Joseph de Rattrec had 
been a friend of his lordslyp’s in their twentie.. The 
two had dwelt togcthei with much satisfaction and a 
gocd deal of c.xtravr.gancc in a certain quiet street in 
lliris which had bceti less quiet after their ^dvent than 
before it. 

Ou soul les mint's d'antan is all very well, "Lut ot) est 
Ic soldi d'antan would have been better, for which of us, 
as he or she grows older, does not dream more of the 
sunshine than of the snows of yestcr year ? 

The golden warn.th of the old sun, the hot sweetness 
it .used to draw from the nodding Jilac-plumes, where 
are, they? 

/ Syrely 'laughter is less merry, tears less spontaneous 
than of yore. In a word, or csi le soldi d’antan? o 
. Lord Yeoland named his grandson as much in memory 
of ‘the old (i.iys as in tnat of his friend, de Rattrec, a bit 
of Sentiment over which he himself who^atu^ly had 
grown from a charnling. sligl^ly cynical young man, to be 
a charming, slightly cynical old.one, half laughed. 

Ratty Maxse«^s a monstrous baby, and speedily grew 
into 'a monstrous child. He was dtar to his griuidfSther, 
but the old mfn vnshed he were not quire so overwhelm- 
ingly fat. The child was built in bulging curves, his legs 
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like hams, his T:hedcs shook %ke prppeijy made pink 
jcUHs. Later, his back view, in knickers, was a temptation 
to unmerited chastisement. 

Pauline and Roaamund having been ittractiv^'^ioren, 
Lord iTeoland watched his grandson with an expectation 
of sudden development of beauty that not without 
its pathetic Side. He had4iad many disif^pgintments, but 
this rather ludicrous one was not the easie^ to Hlar, for 
it came at a* time when hope, even in^ buoyant bosom, 
begins tg qufet down. 

It had b^n a shiK:k to hipi when Paunne went away, 
and his conscicnc^, rudiment^y as he liad kcpt^it through 
a caroful j^roccss of constant ])runing, had sometimes 
whiapercd to him that ft miglt not*hav^ hapix'ued if he, 
just whqi she was Rowing to womanhood, had not, gp4hg 
Jp if very enchanting and engrossing ]ady not* known ^to 
court circles, been living almost cntirt^^n*London, leaving 
her.at ^ome with her dull sijtA to amuse herself as best 
she migljit. 

Misfortunes uSually going in flocliSi^ it hafdJy surprifcd 
him when Jiis daughter’s t?lopem(^ had been closely 
followed by the lady not kuowni*to coflrt circles being 
suddenly bfought to see the errors of her ways and marrying 
a youthfuf baronet, popularly supposed to be not quite 
right. 

Lord Yeoland was in the early fifties then, and can 
hardly be blamed for resenting, a year^^r so after the last 
sad event, a series «of those stiff-necked stacks of gout 
which warn a man that he Vnight as well stop dytinf^ 
his moustache. 

His resentment, however, was both invisible and short- 
lived, for he was too clever to fijht against such odds* 
and realising that he had for , years lx?en*^uming Itis 
candle at bothPends, handed .over his matchbox without 
a protest,^^nd oecame not -ujigrarcfulljr the old man that 
his way of living, rather tiuin the number of his yeaip, 
had madje him. 

NatteJIj^, whenjhe adew years later, met M. de Rattrec, 
a weH got-up old dandy, with tflc oglipg eye of the old 
flays s(^ ogling ijyt ^m, his good stories still told, but 



grown 'musty, that ^ old a^’s firs and graces, iha^ 
disgusted him. One is so hard on one's cast-off vice I 
Young de J?attrec, as has been said| pefsisted in regain- 
ing thejeast atti^otive of children, and then in steadily 
developfig into the least attractive of.bo^, and the old man, 
who was still jp the painful stage of hopeless hope when 
Pam arrived, ^ small bundle of wonderful possibilities, 
tumec^to hy with an eagemeSs that had long fed* on his 
disappointment ip his grandson. ^ , 

• Jhat summer afternoon when Dick Maxsf had gone off 
do sulk, Lp,r(j Yeoland sat for nearly aniiour tuming over 
and over in his mind all these thing#. 

Pam, ^ well as being lik^ hor all too enchanting father, 
was really astoundingly l^e hinjself, and this * In any 

A- f quite, irrespective of the 
adWabiht^ of such resemblance. Her sudden fit of 
tamper, over J^^xsc’s kiss had really delighted thi old 
man. for he kncw-ttifit had he been in her 4 )lace he would 
have done precisely the ^rwe thing. 

jAnd he had k'cn, in his carelc^ way, WSnd and 

smtid lus scns-b.of tfit fitness of things but^used him 

f h T 2! '"''^"rable l^arertfto the world, evep to Cazalet 
It had ^heen as a matter /if fact, only his c^nvicUon of 
1 auline s indifference which had prevented his making 

undertaken with 

I such a mixture of sentiment^ 

So Pam was dear to him* for more than one reason* and 

ihVw 

•sne nad brought him a new interest m.life 

Sot So ■ 

5>ome of S«nbumc’s splendid , indecende*. were 
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luntog her favourit4» ^ they ilould have been among 
Rawlia's had the Italian spoken EnglisH ; ind the sharp 
contr^t of the child's thrilling voice, deepened to tRe amazing 
travesty of her mcjiers, uttering what*hfe ^ed tl^^ purple 
words, "and the innocent pride in her eyes, gav^ him the 
most exquisite amusement. 

Oncf, afte* a recitation behind closjj doors to her 
appreciative and abnormally solemn grandpVent, said 
to her : ^ Pam, word of honour not to fecite thq>e things 
to any one hut me.” 

” Not ^ven to*R;jtty?” 

“ No ! Good heavens, no !*' 

The child scratAied the morRcjy’s head pensively. ” Very 
well. (j. h.,* I promise. till me*whY ? ” 

Tne old man as he j)ut it to himself, staggered jbr 
a mynerft. Then he decided to tell the truth, a proceSffing 
that he had found as a rule the most jV)Iitic. 

” WeU, becjfuse, though vei^ heauTiful, and as you 
obs(?rve^a moment ag^h vdl*)* dramatic, they are not 
usually ffie poems that small girls rfcite. ?^all girls rfts 
a rule recite al)out— well, akout biis, an^ ilowers, and 
angels — anef^uch things.” 

Pam nodded. 

” I knom Awful rot. I much prefer things I can't 
understand.” 

He rerailed the ateurdly wase expression in hA* small 
face ^ she had said it. Jie haci enjoyed her ! And 

now— had he got tej stop ? Must he havc^ her trimmod 
and pruned ? * ^ 

Another of his amutements naa Dcen to take hir to the* 
picture gallery and in^ike her use Ikt jKiwers of obsTTva- 
tion on the portraits oPh<T maternal aiiecstors. “What, 
do you think of that one ? ” he wfuld ask, !»V^pping his 
chair opposite yie portrait, in quAtion, and watching her 
as she stud^d tt, 

” He looks veiy kind*, hut sfupid ; rather like a priest.” 

” Are they kind and stupid ? ” 

” Th|;^*have to be kiqd, you know, aoo i ui^'t tlRnk 
many of th#m are fhe cleverest of Ihei^ famines.” 

" Aiftl the one above our friend Yello>f Waistcoat ? ” 

D 
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“ He B nicer ; more ^teresting, I ^ean. I'm sure^e 
had a dimple when he laughed, arid he has beautiful’ 
hands." • ^ 

And s<\ it went. , 

One d^f she discovered in a comer small portjait of 
a man in Cavalipr costi^me, with a long scar on his cheek. 

“ Oh, this one T .This one I love, G. F. Wh(j was he ? " 
she cripd, he? habds clasped. * 

h “ That’s wnat vou must tell me, my de^. ,You like 
*n\ ? ^ 

" “ Like him ? No. I— If he were alcve I should be 
afraid of him, but — I should adore him. I should love 
him, rcallji, you know, as nptljer loves Jather.** 

'' He was an excell(;nt ydling man,"' said Lord YoDland, 
w^ching her cloudy, “ vcr^ religious and studious. That 
laclj^nn the crimson cloak was his wife. Yhey had seventeen 
childrer^ and it js said that he could say the whole Act| 
of the Apostles by 4wiirt. He used to do so ^very morning 
Ixjfore breakfast." ' • 

child’s eyes were fixed on his face, and ^vhen he 
ceased speakjnL', shelmrst out angrily. " It is not true ; 

I don’t bdieifene was religious and knew thipgs like that 
by heart. I don't believe 3hat hideous old thing was his 
wife at all. You are teasing me ! " 

" Right 1 I wanted to see whether you'd believe me. 
Now tlut you do not, supjxise you tell me wh^t you do 
think about Sir Digby; he Ijappens to be one of the few 
alx)ut whose life Lean give* you a little information." 

Pam stood opposite the j)icture, sue svn streaming in 
longer b^ck, and splashing over the dark face of the man 
she* was studying. 

^ " I think that he was Wad," sJie said ; " really Lad, 
ypu know. JL think he, gambled awfully, for heaps of money, 
and that h^ drank out ota big silver flagon and got diamk ; 
not sleepy or silly drunk, .but' the kind ^hen, they get 
angry, and fight. And I tliink he. could sing, rather like 
father only not so well; and that he loted women very 
much." ' ^ t> 

"That^oneaip thfre in blue really w^ his w^fe,*** put In 
her hearer casually. " Well, go on— beloved his wife 
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• I didn't say t]k lored to wfce. I don'jt believe," with 
a^shaip gJan^ ^t the lady in question, "piat he did. 
I tod he loved women in general. ^ I* think he made love 
splendidly, you Jcnow." 

" Dear me ! " 

Lord Yeoland started, his r^ber-tjVed wheels silent 
on tjie old^ak floor. Her diagnosis was st^tingly correct. 

“ You are about right. He was mu(A as ^ou say, 
and th^ scsfr came from a duel. But-*-you ha^ describ^ 
a very badtoan, young woman, do you know it ? " 

Pam* laughea. I know. He looks bafl, but He is 
interesting, and I love him," she said. “ I find most 
goocjmen so vfry dull, 6. t,!" 
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An 6 now Lord Yeolandhad suddenly realised thnt he could 
nof, for his o\»n peace of mind, go on enjo^ng his grand- 
child. 

Ca 2 alet hall discovered ai|d* blought Ifcr to Monks’ 
Yeoland with the tiresome pufpose of having her 'brought 
'up akri educated. 

Hisloidshiphad delighted in her, and had drawn heV out, 
with ‘his old lack <of 'all feeling of responsibility in the 
development of his own children intensified 'strongly by 
the facts both of her pargntage and her power, in her 
pristine condition, to anjusc him. > 

Now, by a fuw,wortfsv.she had so suddenly shifted him 
to a new view point t'hat he was almost giddy, and to 
balance himself mentally caught at that most obvious of 
supports, the Rector. ’ 

There was no help for it. She must be sent to Cun- 
ningham. 'Cunningham wouKl 'teach her the proper stuff 
and dnll her into thfj usual ipental manoeuvres of young 
English maidens. ^ And— sj)oil her— he reflected ruefully. 
CjRaUy’s tutor, who had been at home, Yince Pam’s 
jhTival. indvlging in a long convalescent; after an attack 
of typVid fever, would soon be bark. The old maj 
Irowned impatiently. " 

Bmgham c^Kld teach '4’am some few things, such as 
how to add a column of ngurcs, how to know a Latin 
verb from a noun at sight, and’how to spell. ^The old man 
took it for granted that the' child fcould not spell, no 
Yeoland could ; rfujd to him, whom she charmed, she was 
all YeOiand. j So between Cunninghanj and j’oung Bfngham 
she would do. h was*a great pity, but R evidehtly bad 
to be. 
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' Evelyn, Ratt/| siiter\comfcg across the lawn as he 
cached this point-saw her grandfather hnd joined him. 
y ' Grandpafiii, nave you seeen Pam ^h^ asked. She, 
rls a pretty blonde child vith cifl-l4 apd swe#]: eyes. 

Lord YeolanS was not fond of her, for no particular 
eason, but she was of the typelof women that he had all 
lis life deiignated as rabbity, tnd sl^e made him yawn. 

‘^Yes, she was here a moment ago, dea^^ I don't 
tenow •where she went. Did you aid Miss Jiester have 
\ nice tin^ at the rectory ? '' 

“ 'fts, thanlf you, grandpapa. Mrs. Cunningham showed 
iis her postage-stcunp albiftn and her school-books. Just 
fancy, her school-books^ ai^ all neatly covered with chintz, 
just as She had them when^he was a little girl, and they 
have her n^vne written on the f#st page — ‘ Ch^flotte 
^ui^ Percy.' Isn’t it interesting ? ” , ^ 

“ Charming. Perfectly charming! \ think you will find 
Pan^ somewhere in the old j^ard<?n,‘‘my dear." • 

• " Oh, yes. I don’t thiiik 4’^ look for her, though. She 
makJl me do, tilings I oughtn't, Miss Kcater say’s." , 

Lord Yeoland bright(|ncd. '‘JOoes ^hp ? " he f|pked 
briskly. •" \Vliat kind of thin^ ?^" 

Eveljii was a nice chiltf .tnd had not meant to be a tale- 
bearer, #o she hesitated -ukI wished she needn't answer, 

" What kind of things, 1 said," insisted the old man 
sharply, for he wanted fo» stamp on Evclyi? when she 
(Jug holes in the grass willj her toe^ in that way, 

" Tm sorry I^said it, grandpapa— ncjf bad things you 
know, only* mischievous. fYesterday she made pifk 
a lot of green winter pears." 

" Made you ? Why the — why did you do it* 

"She — she maac^me." * 

" What could she do to yoa ? How ^jpuld she ^nakc 
you ? Now for GckI'j sake don't cry, I don't mind the 
pear5^I,on^ want to knoAr. How#did she make you pick 
a lot of peajs if ydu didn*t want to ? " 

Evelyn bit her lip, iftit answered jpr^vcly enough ? " I 
dcp'flmow how, grjindpapa, but she did. ju#t did I " 
" 1 DW she happen to teE you,* my 'dear (you see 
I tm not at all angry !) why she made you ? " 
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Yes. She wanted td see /f s^e (jpuld She alwa^ 
wants to see ^fhether she can make p^ple do what s^e 
wants/' 

“ Ah 1 ^d cay sfc#, as aple ? 

Evelyn nodded, half prAid of her errmg reiamves 
power. Yes, she can. I She makes nurse give us jam 
whenever we wan^ it, Ind yesterday she weuldn’^, let 
Ratty ea^ one^it of his. Ratty would have cried if he 
hadn't beey so big. cAnd MeWhirter cut a lot af g^denias 
for^htr the other day.” 

Coaxes, does she ? ” 

“Oh no. She just says '(lo it' or, *I Wish you to 
do so at onoc,’ and then they-*-^^ — do.” ^ 

“ And what did she do wit|^ the gardenias ? 

“ \che gave them^ to Mary Carroway ;< her baby di^, 
you khuw.” , 

“That,v remarked ’Lord Yeoland, laughing and rising, 
“was generous of h?r hi le^st. Why didn't* you remind 
•her that the gardenias haQi^nfcd to belong to me ? “ ' 

“ I did, grandpapa.” 

“©Well ? Wlia^ did‘^he say 

“ She said that ^e didn't care if they were the queen's, 
that she wanted them ancl would have them." ,> 

The old man crossed the lawn to the right, and walked 
slowly down the slope to the path leading to the rectory. 
It was a great pity. Originality, a most unusual nquality 
In women, seemed to, be the ctjikl's by right of inheritan(;p, 
and jiow he was ^ving her into the hanjds of Cunningham 
iVjho yrould root it out and leave nothing but a scar in its 
l^ce. “ Hfi)wcvcr,” he thought, withetglimmer of hope, 
she ha& a pretty strong will,' it appears, and may refuse 
*10 ))e cultivated into the usual 'monoti>ny." ^ 

Aud indeed Bam did ndt show any particular love for the 
process placidly planned byHhe excellent Cunnjuigham. 

Sent to the rectory a few dal’s later in a frfth frock and 
her second-best hat, she surprised the gt)od m^ by bringing 
with her, in heu pf Caliban whoA she had been forbidden 
to takd; a sn^l snaice which she produced drom her^jyicket 
and showed the Rectoi^with pride, but a certain stlspidoos 
gravity. ^ 
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^My dear child, ^hov ^\ry (Ibgustingl Don't put it 
on me, I beg of 

'\Who madet it ? ** inquired the ^pupii sWemnly, a 
fomkila used by^ss Kesterjwhen*felie Jierself#^ad b^n 
found*killing snails with her ^pper. 

God made it, of course," retimed ftjr. Cunningham, 
as wa# proper, " but He di^ not mein it for a domestic pet." 

Pam returned the little creature to her fXKket, which 
she clos^ by means of a large safety-pi;i, and t^en sitting 
down, foldeiher hands and looked up inquiringly. 

It waS a cool® afternoon and the pleasanteold drawing- 
room was agreeably heated By an open fire, before which 
the niaster and pupil sat. 

"^Your grandfather kiis asbjd me, my dear Pamela, to 
have a talk with •you, with a view .^—infonnfng 

my^lf fomewhat as to the amount of religious instftiction 
^ou have thus far hadWtVn / " 

" I l^ve ncA had any at all^' 
t The Rector knew this, bflt^ik seemed the place lor a 
little kiTWly horror. When he had ^done hm duty in this 
respect, he went on. " You arc to^i,* I In^iave." 

“ I shall be eleven the foyrteen^i of Npvemfx?r." 

"Just So we may count that you can be con- 
firmed is” 

" I am not going to be confirmed ! 

" Not going " 

P|Lm patted her pocket, which Uic little snake had* 
begun to give wriggles of impatience, anc^ smiled gravdy 
into Mr. Cunnfngham's face. • 

” No. I hope yom don't mind ? " 

But my dear c(jild 

I have never beeif christened, you see, so it hardly 
seems worth while," 

The Rector^ rose. had dhristened an3 confirmed 
Pauline Vfolahd ; her " falF" had been a severe blow 
to him, and he, had flever ceased to pray for her. Now 
here was her own child telfing him that ^he had not onty 
so f^Ufjdlwtten her dignity as Lord Yeoland's daughter 
as to i\m\way llom home with*a married opera singer, 
but that in the • two years that h#d elapsed befm 
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as not even to htve that poor little offspring of sin given, ' 
in the nanie pf Christ, the only name'thnt could be r^y 
hers. 

He waixea up ana down pained silence foi 
and then turned “ Bujt, Pamela, you must be christened. 

I cannot understand — ^ a 

“ wa^borii on a yacht, ^ou know, and then later— 
well, I suppose t|^ey forgot. I really don't mind a bit, 
tii(j^igh,” she added consolingly. 

‘ “ My po(\c. child." The good man's uninteresting eyes 
filled with tears, and Pam jiim[X^d up and rushing to him 
caught his hand. 

" Oh, please don't ! Dq^'t be ^so sorry. I never cared 
a Jiiin. They’d ha\'e let me l>e I'm sure, d I had wanted to." 

" P's no^ that, my dear, but that you are so — such 
— kt is S') dreadfi^l that you have not been christened." 

Her fare lightened siid}|enly, and slipping hej; hands 
around his arm, she gave i^aiittle squeeze. 

" Oh— novvrl sec. WOl— I will 1 k‘— if you wane me to. 
'^1 just as sojiKib noV^^ I mean christened. So please don't 
be sorry. I can’^f berir^to have p(‘()j)Ie be sorry ! " 

" You \sish me to chnsterf you ! " 

" Slie smiled kindly at him. “ \V(‘ll, as long as yoti 
want to, j'ou may. I'm not particularly keen on it, but 
you may, and \shenever yoft like." o 

‘ Her air of ma^jng a goo^l-naturcd concession to an 
uiyeasonable but fiivounte’ child would have convulsed 
one jHissessed of the ^ightest sense of humour, but 
a wise Pjovidcnco had denied the g^xyJ Rector that very 
groift ‘•gift ([HTha])s bccausb his marriage was already 
planned in heaven, and Charlotte- touisa Percy was not 
d^tined to a delight to one who did possess it), and he 
did not even smile. ^ 

Pom arranged witli him that the ceremony gbould take 
place the following Wednesday in the church. It could 
not be on Tue^ay, as she harran engagement. 

She did not mention that the en^agernent w’as Connected 
with two ferrets ancUher.cousin ala maiWawcArde Mttrec 
G. Y. Maxsc. 
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Lord Yeol^nd assisted at Pam’s christening' with* the 
chastened dem<?anour of one who realisj^ that hfe 
feelings do not fit fhe occasion. The child's air of good- 
natured toleranc* for an okl-4ashioned suiierstition in which 
man/worftiy jx'ojile stiy believ'd, almost u])sct his gravity 
moft than once, but a glance at Cazatet’s and good Mr. 
Cunningham's happy faces steadied it for the ,time» 

]l!rs. Maxsc, Evelyn, and Hatty were <also |)rescnt, and 
the cemmonytiiassod off in a giannfr .satisfactory to them 
all.* When it was over and*L^rd Yeoland had kissed his 
grandrWtl’s still tlamp brow',ea scurrying n^ise was heard 
tieliind them, and down ^he aisjc-* si aiji]X‘red Calibyi, 
chattenng ijasribly. 

Pam biyst out laughing,* ind taught him up into her 
arms. 

" Oh you bad Ixiy," she u ■ liai [vv 1 1 ,1,. .y^ ‘ you have 

run awaji again. And he cohltln't imagine wh#t 4^am was 
doing here in the cold old •hureh. coyld he ' ” < 

Even Lord Yeoland was a htlle startled by the every- 
day sound of her voice m tlyit Sunday environtiient, and 
he hurried the liUk; party out into the pajp Oefobori 
sunlight. ^ * 

‘ Wasn’t it lovely, ftira ? '* asked Evelyn as they turned 
towards home, 

" What ? ^Oh, being christened ? Ye^, very nice 
indeed. ♦Qh!*! forgot to thank Mr. jCunninghara. Wait 
a minute, Ratt^, wt 1> you ? •’ 

Ratty followed her and reached the ^estry door just 
in time to see he^ embrace the good man. * 

•" 'ftant you s# much," she siyd jiolitely, with the effu- 
sion ^f one whofe tiresome act of dfty is now happily 



a thing of the past an® don^ with " it <s nice to Save* 
a real name^ * ^ 

The R?ctof's e^yes filled with tears. ^ He would ^ve 
known ^low to /le*Ll*with (nere ignorance, with obstmacy, 
or with victual opposition ;\^but this slip of a girl With her 
tragic eyes an^ her qijeenly manner of making him con- 
cessions in this little ixatter th?Lt chanced to* interest him, 
foiled li^im ut^.erly*. 

So he pissed her, told her that he would pray for her, 
sent her off with Ratty, who, very buhxDUS in a new 
suit, awaita^ her outside the door. , ^ 

“ I say Pam, you arc a funny one," the boy began with 
a curiosity that he did not know how td express. 

" I am not much like ot'ier cluldren, that is true," she 
rc^furnod indiffercVitly. “ Pilgrim saysdt's because I have 
had s*h(h a queer lih‘, hut it comes from inside really/' 

Ratty's inttTf^st ni and knowledge of his o\vm insidi 
being strictly limited to hir stomach, he did'not answer. 

The two children walkc(i‘oli for a few minutes in silence, 
anfl then he® U'gati^ suddfuily : “1 say; Pam, Tiingham 
is* coming ba^k to-merrow." 

"Is he?" < ’ •; 

" Y(‘s. And lessons will begin. Oh, hang i^, how I do 
hate learning," '* ** 

" I don't, I like it." 

" Waft till he makes you do a lot of nasty Latin into 
English. He’s an , awful rott^^r." 

/ I’m not going to learn Latin." 

‘ ",Yes, you are. Grandfather says you are to learn 
^’bvorythiiv," vMth me." ^ 

" I Von't. I’m going tq learn .history, and how, to 
write like Evel\m ; that's all." 

You’ll ^avc to leafn whatever grandfather says, Miss 
Cocksure," retorted the lx>y. 

" Pooh ! Pm no^ his chilS ; nor yours ehhe^'Fat Boy, 
and no one in the world can make me do what I don't 
w^t to." • , 

Shh slung the monkey to her other ’arm, and j Ratty, 
looking at*hcr*in ve^ edmiration, saM^that h^ red Bps 
were dhawn tight tn a way very like hw grandfathir's. 
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* ** Aow do you do it ? J ^pan lo/ do what they say ? 

[ often try, and I alujlys fail sooner or latfer/'^ 

oh, you ! sht returned with good-n^tuitd dbn tempt 

* You^uldn't do*i| because yoil care^l>oi;t thinjpv'' 

“ Care about things ? ‘ 

“ Yes ; about food, and , ^^resents, and 

:hings.'; 

“ Well, don’t you care about 'em ' 

She stoflpcd*and looked at him. “ N(k Whci^i warn 
0 have my oi^ti way the only thing in the world that* 
nterests me is it. I don’t care if tli^iy shut me 

jp, and I forget all al)out the s\Wts and things they don't 
ct us hjvc. I onl^ want orte tiling at a time, and I want 
t hard. That’s the way# I alvv.^'s gcH it." 

Ratty sigiied. " I wish I were like ytfu, f)ut I'm notf 
[ want, or*like, such a lot of things at a time," • ^ 

•“I KnoNw So you always give in. Tt is," she ^ddetj 
A'lth a sudden assumption of ^v^sdom, better for children 
to obey ; every one says so, jiaft^ularly Pilgrim. Only 
—it doesn't amuso me to oliey.” 

Ratty maintained a depressed silence for aiciv' minutes ;$ 
the presence «{ sucli undenu^le n^*ntal sii|)erionty in a 
mere girl, who was his own cousin at that, disjiinted him. 
Ihen suddeniy’ the cheering thought occurred to him that 
Lord Yeoland’s will was j)Opularlv su|)}>osed to Ui fairly 
strong, anci^that Pam would ^rfibably in the maftcr of 
Latin jiot have quite the walkti^Tr that* she anticijiatcd. 

" Well, we shal^ sec,i' he observed, as they ^mc out int« 
the lawn behind the house. “^Grandfather told mother 
that you were to lean? overythiqg I do, that's all I Jenow." 

Pa^n did not answer the sul^jcct had ceased to interest 
her. ' 

That evening as Pilgrim dressed he? for dinner^ the maii 
asked whether sh^ had of lale had iny news from home. 

"Oh, yes,. I forgot to tell you. They axe going to 
Cannes for ChristJi^ias. Moth^^sent her love to you, and 
she has a lovely new pade blue dinner govnx and wishes* 
you wer* ,^fiere to lace it ^p. Gaire is very nice^ but not 
liJce Pilly, sift says.*^ 

Pilgrim's grim fact softened. She had^^een very Happy 
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at Mx)nk'8 Yeoland, kor h§r |firprioc auc uau oaa.a • 
great soci&l success among the servants and villageri, 
of •th^ clothing their curiositf regardingi MisSs. 
Pauline’* in^atgarmen^ of cordiality towards tl|eir ol(P 
comrade. 

It was, of cours|, ptrnecuy in accordance with the 
unchangeable dictatej; of that most interesting rayjtery that 
we c^l hqjfaan'iiature, that ^Pilgrim's society should now 
be mo^ sought ^fter than in the days before she had eloped 
Math her young mistress and her mistress's lover ; but 
Pilgrim k^iew little about human natufe, and therefore 
touched and grateful for* not being treated as she had 
more than half ex|>ccted, as% pariah. t 
Thus the monthi^j)ass^ pleasantly enough forlhe maid, 
md she had ^own both more a^eeable and ^slightly 
rounder, as to shoulders and elbows, in the Comfortable 
ctmuspherc q/ her old home. 

So only a fflrtlfer rc^ference to the inexplicabilities of 
human nature can cyJaifi the fact that the reference to 
^er mistruss’s new- gown brought witfi it a Sudden rush 
of the mojtfonvrrjpmg hoivesickness for that mistress. 

It seemed ^ hA*, «as she^stood with a bmsh in one hand 
and Pam’s splendid* silk\* hair sweeping c^er the other, 
that everything on earth was unbearable ; #that she must 
either fly to the outer darkness she had just escaped, 
and set and touch Paulirfc Yeoland, or die. # 

Pam, looking j;it her little thin shoulders and arms in the 
,gL'^s, raisec^her eyes anci noticed tjie woman’s face. 

^ NVhy, Pilgrim! Wha^ is the matter V " she cried. 

Npthing, Miss Pam, I am ai>oid fool, that is all/* wab 
ftie answer, as the brush* began to sweep steadily through 
the hair. * « ^ 

“ But you are prie— and you are going to cry. Poor 
old PiUy, what is it ? " ^ 

Then Pilgrim broke do^m and wept until her nose was as 
red as fire and her thin li^ swollen. ‘^I don*t know what^ 
it is, she ^bbed ; “ it jult came ov^ me — how I want 
to see^her." Pam's arms were close arouifd ^er neck, 
so she Could not see JLhe child's' face.# 

Mother 1 ^t's mother you wai^t to see ! Cut — you 
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^ad to come, PiUy !• I bought you liked it 
Ere so much. Because every one is marrifed, ^on know, 
Ed yott don't feerf disgraced ! " 

I Oh,|Pam, don't I I do like H— I fhoan, I did; > But 
jhcr all, 4t is a bit dull, and theyl~she doesn't care a % 
br me ; I know that as well as you - but I t^'t help it. 
Every oufi is d^ after her."^ 

' Pam's eyes grew suddenly monkey-like^ 
t She knew’^per^ectly that her mother’s utier forget/ulness 
j>f every one andaeverything on earth l)eside Guy Sachcverd 
lid not ten*d to render ^her a splendid exceptiopyfrom the 
dulness of the rest of human kifld. Pauline was bnlliant 
)nly in l^er radiant^ golden aftc? white Ix'auty. She took 
10 paiijs to be amusing ; her caiilcss good-nature would, 
lad she been plain, nst have sufficed to entlear her to her^ 
servants, add even Pam's share in her affections were, ^he 
ffiija Jterseft knew, comparatively small. -Many people? 
ive to a gpod old age thinking thiit th(W' who love many 
are loVfed much, but small as sh*fc ^'>s Pam had learnt the 
fallacy of tlfls usefuJ belief. ^ , 

She knew that her mother attracted i^oplc eprite without 
naking an effort, or even carini^a rusj^‘ alioubit ; she knew 
hat there was*in her mother something that drew to her all 
sorts and conditions of men and v/omen. That this quality 
s pitifully expressed by the long-suffering world “<^harm " 
the child didoiot know, but she hjit'its power in her mdther, 
and now seeing the new exjX)sltjon of it^m the unlovely 
Pilgrim, somethingS€en;|cd suddenly to l>e drawjng her, too,^ 
away from Monk^ Yeoland, back to the old life. ‘ , 

And for the first timi missing her niotlicr and father, 
she m^^d them with suqh violcno? that she ached all o^er, 

" Don't howl, Pilly dear^, you must dress me, you know, 
or ril be late for dinner. And — I knhw what /ou mean. 
I've had about epough of this. F think we'll not stay 
much longei.'I * ^ 

Pilgrim blew hef nose’ and tfien gasjxid with surprise. 
But, Miss Pam — we have come for go^ I . Your mother 
ftfw you^jy)®'is lordship."^ • 

“ Rubbish f Ain't^I me ? No one cai givc^ me 'away." 

Yott*fiiie to be e4ucated, though, and-fand it is much 
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better for you, of course ; fhai, life is not fit for a youne 
lady.” ' r . 

Pilgrim f^ished as she spoke, the'firit of the long plaits 
that h^d supersided thei topknot as a| state coi&vfe, and 
slipped* the liftle blue frotk over Pam^s head. 

Pm not a young lad^; don't be nonsensical, Pilgrim. 
And don’t pifll my cal off. I tell you what J, thinl^ I shall 
go h(^e s(^n. M may come back next summer tnough." 

“ It ^ou run ^way, Miss Pam, they won't let you come 
‘ back," returned Pilgrim severely. She waf, as frequently 
hapixins, mther startled by the effect of her oWn words, 
and showed an amiable desire to cat them. 

"Oh,tycs, they will." «Pum claspeJ alx)ut her collar 
the string of tiny pearls Ijpr grarglfather had rtcenfly given 
'her, and gave k hasty, uninterested^ glance at heftelf in 
thc^glass, " My grandfather will always be glad to see 
me. J amuse, him." 
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Mr. Theodor'e Bingham, the tutor, raiflier thin^nd very 
brown aiter tiis convalescence at the sea-shore, uncx*i 
pectedly reconciled Bam to, a, few weeks moft of Monks’ 
Yeoland. 

He was & wcll-lavoured youtli, with what she called 
specks of gold in his bro\tn cyesf and a jxjt pi[K', very blaqk 
and disrejmtable-lobking, which he smoked whenever he 
(^uld essaj)e from the trammels of, society 'for a few 
moments. ^ 

P^m St once told him that^she loveil him. 

‘‘ Oh, ^m,’ how can you ! ” * 

Evelyn was genuinely shocked. Although' she had tio 
lessons with her brother, slfe had^<1Jme toliis room oh 
the great occasion of Pam’» presentation* half-frightened 
(for Ratty Ifed told her that tlierewas bound to l)e a row) 
and half cifrious to see how hcT redoubtable cousin would 
behave. 

Pam's fxihaviour, she founJ, left much to lie desired. 

" Well, I do love him, Evelyxli so why .‘^louldn’t I say so ?” 

Ratty laughcjl. '*She wou’t love him loi^, Evy. Wiit 
till he begins with ^er Latin. * 

Pam, who had brofight Cahban, sat down on ’the, floor 
and looked intently a? ^hc tutor’s Imyish face. 

“ I shall always love you," shy’ answered ; " RattJ 
doesn’t know one thing alwut me," ' 

" You can’t »!ovc him hntili you know him," persisted 
Evelyn with gentle obstinacy , 

" Or until yowsee how hettreats you," added Ratty. 

" It dc^sn’t make any diHerence how drtig I’ve k'^own 
hiip. *1)0,1 love? evepy one I’ve Imown^ lojig time? 

TWi ’’ 
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She paused, for she cotKd h^^lytsay that a long acquaint- 
ance with th^ children’s father had bitterly failed to con- 
vince her 6f tint volatile gentleman’s fascinations. ".And 
it doesnitj’’ she wAif on, *' make any d^Berence wh^t he 
does to me. If*I love him,. I love him.* 

Bingham gave a merry raugh. 

"You are a* funny ^ittle person,’’ he obMrved„"but 
I’m gla^ you^ove'me. I shan’t love you, though, unless 
you are ^good gi^ and learn your lessons.’’ 

*Ptm rose. " I don’t care whether you lo\e me or not ; 
fhat is,’’ shg^ added with slightly bored accurady, " I’d 
rather you did, but if you tloh’t it won’t make me stop 
loving yoif." 

“ It won’t ? Well, €is lo4g as \ve seem to be discussing 
the tender passioft, I may observe th|.t as a rule i^ip- 
rocity^ coosidered rather important as a hostage.**’ 

Ratty and Kvel^’n listened vaguely. The *spleJldid 
' words employed by the tufe^r impressed them. , 

Pam shrugged her slKjpiddrs and rubbed her cheeR to 
Calj ban’s. 

."‘Love IS, sot lo^e whicli alters when it alteration 
finds,’ ’’ she ansi^cred so matter-of-factedly that Bingham 
at first did not notice lhat*slie was quoting. , Before he 
could answer she went on, "-Well, I’m going tc»see Carry, 
Good-bye,” and left the room. 

The Client for giving chi| friends an opportunity for 
•gracefully changin).^ their injifcls, and doinf^ diametri(^ly 

Opposite ()( that uhich they hav'^* been swearing to 
,do, js ludortunatelv a ncghvtM one. • 

• Ratty, *had he allowed I\yn to ioMow the dictates of 
nor niTiul on Wetinesday ni^dit, mi^t have changed Jhe 
course of her life, but fortunately^ or unfortunately he 
did not, and the next time he saw her, reminded her 
trium|)hant^ of her vowi of Tuesday retrardintr the I-aHn 
lessons. 

Wdiat 11 you do aoout thfe lessons, no^ that you love 
hhn ^ th^ J)oy cried, munching his cake, for the 

interview t^k placo at tea. 

Lessorte ? 

“ The Latin lesions." 
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"Oh, I shan't care nonr.^ PaA was absent-minded, for 
Cauy had to her grAt surpnse taken hef rather seriously 
to task for some nfinor misdemeanour, an^ sh6 felt that 
the world could .be very bitter? 

RsRty gave a laugh, that ended, owing to a misdirected 
crumb, in a snort. "Hal ^ust like a girl. Now that 
you wba^a big chap he is, yoi|ire afraicTl " 

The girl flush^. “ I’fn not afraid. JPutor^ don’t 
punish girls.’^ 

" Don’t tbfy ! You wait.” 

“ I shill do jusi'as I like about the Latin. H I do stud]^ 
it, it will be b^ause^! like Ifinl and want to please him.” 

The lessons ware not tor begin, owing to a 'sudden fit 
of indulgerice on Lord Yeolam^’s part, until November l, 
and ’during the week before that datd, Pam’s devotion 
to Mr. Bingham increased rapidly. 

• It* was' to him that she flew whenever she could escape 
from Ratty, whose fitful adoi^tion,* tempered with con- 
tempt, bored her unutterably. 

She took the jlutor to see her favourite »places in /he 
park, and the garden ; she pleached Jp him iii«the refectory, 
using her vcjice for his benefit wim*all her skill, sinking 
to depths a^d rising to sofrheigh?s that thrilled even the 
rather unemotional spirit of .the ex-football champion. 
And one evening, when it was very damp and^sty, she 
stole away from the school-rwAn and joined IrnlT on the 
terr^ where among the ghos^y rosc-tr^ he was smoking* 
his evening pipe. 

“ I love the iftist, don’t yod ?,” she began, taking his^t™. 

" Yes — rather. "'Jcu’ll take cold though, Pam ; don’t' 
yw want to put on my cap ’ ’J ’ ’ 

She laugh^. “ No. • I have too much hair to need 
a cap. Did you ever sec my hair dbwn— I mean loose ? " 

" No. I say^ you’ll get a wigging if Mrs. ilaxse finds 
you out here. »I ought to send you ini” 

“ I daresay, ljut you won\,” she returned carelessly. 

“ The moon is coming out-®oh, look, hov( Ipvely ! ” ^ * 

And tbS moon iit never more beautiful than wljen shining 
througn a^frbite lututnn mist on brillianC cr^pers and 
ghostly yellowing leaves. 
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But Bingham loved aJ arguAent. “ How do you loTow 
[ won’t send you* in ? ” * 

" Because I^emuse you.” 

" Wel^^what if do ?*' 

“ How furiou^ you are. I mean that*you will me 
irith you because I amuse you.” 

“Lots of things amuse me that I don’t do, Qr'keep with 
me,’ ” Jie pe^isteS, as they thmed at the end of the 
terrace. 


*" Then you are a goose. I always do, an^ keep, things 
I like. Oth^ things are so boresome. Now looky 
Without his noticing it, she 4iad loosened her hair, and 
now she came in front of Wm, holdingi it out at arm’s 
length, with both hands. < 

'* Stand still— there ! ” ^ 

The •straggling moonlight fell over her strange little 
fi^e, ohanging ,her face, making her at once a* pathetic 
mist spirit and a trlgic*womyi. For the first dime, Bingham 
saw her possibilities. T^e«hhir in its soft darkn^s gave 
to Jier the aiit of being a woman who, \^th loose tresses, 
Ippks youngctihan Sjje is, an^ it hid the immature lines 
of her figure. 


At first she danced. ‘Wa^n^ her arms, crossing them, 
bending backwards and focwards, kneehng, wjiirhng, she 
was danci^ to charm him, and every movement was full 
of innortiTt coquetry. He* torgot who she was^, that she 
a child, that ^e was m absurd httle monkey ; for 
heii appeal ha<^ reached his ’imagination and he gaze^ at 
(herJreaihily’ in silence. , 

•Then suddenly she stopped and begjisto recite, in Itahan. 

e oia not understand the Wrds, but their meaning 
cl^ar. It was. though he didnot know it, one of Rav^fa’s 
most celebrated recitations, and given in a wonderfully 
exact reproftuction of the best of the great artist’s intona- 
i! what breathed life into it wasi the qriginality 
0 the child s mind which sfione through every word and 
every gesture. , ^ * o . / 

As^he reached 6ie climax her voice, hurried and Vibrating, 
broke, and with the qpe word ’’Amore” with' 'which 
Kavagha had always moved her audiences to fretxy in 
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Lttio countries, nod to cotbus^ia m c,ii^iddd^ she sprung 
fwward, her hands hejj out, her lips parteS. 

Bingham, hardly Itnowing wh^t he wps (iomg, caught 
her in|^ aims af(] kissed her. 

WheVhe set her down he was red wuu anger againsi 
himself. 

“ Bravo ! ” Ik cried, forcipg a lau{^. " Veyr well done 
indeed. I quite thought we were both 4 th# stage! ” 

“You-]^u1dssed me,” she stammenJd. 

He lauj^ed again. ” I did ; why not ? I have a fot 
of little saters about ypur ag^. ^ I-I must show you their 
pictures.” 

She c^ugh^his lAnd and held it to her breast.* ” Yes; 
show yiem to me. And* you n^ist Idvc pie. Will you ?i 
Will you promise ? ^s much as you love them ? ” 

” Yes, yw, I promise, if you are a good child,” hefretumed, 
mifthtelievcd. • ' * 

'' I wilUbe godd. I will do i^nything on earth that you 
want fhe to,” she said, winding mohair into a rope, with 
a curious circular movement of licr Read and pinning R 
on her crown. ” Only you mhst lova^e rcillf}i, as much 
as if I were your sister. I aljiaps wanted it brother.” 

“When my sisters are troublesome I give ’em awful 
wipngs I ” 

“ And you may give m wiggings. Oh, I wilkk very 
good,” she tied. 
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' r WILL do anything but that." ^ • 

Pam stood in the window, C^iban helcl tight in "her arms. 

" But this is the only thing I want." 

" I can't. I’ll learn GreeK, it you like ? Greek is much 
iiccr than Latin, and— rnuch harder" 

" Latin. Your grandfather says that you are to study 
every'thing that Ratty does.” 

‘Thefe was a "pause. 

" What is your first nante ? " Inquired Pam suddenly. 

" My first name ? Tiie'odore. Why ? " " 

‘"Theodore mea{^ Gift of God. 1‘thoughT you were 
% gift of Gov^do mej'-hecauso* I have no real brother. But 
when you torment me, I s^e that you aren’t*" 

Bingham gave a vexed laugh. " My dear child, I 
don’t want to torment “you. If you would just be 
reasonaljte — " 

" I won’t." ' I 

" So it seems. oWell, I l^Ve done my best. I am,sorry, 
but I ^all have to tell Lord Yeolaiid that you refuse to 
obPy him." 

yciy well," Her voice soundetl'a little mournful, but' 
had none of the note of intimidation that the tutor imew 
*in Ratty’s at such threats. '' 

" My ffindfather'^will be very much distressed," she 
added, " and he is an old man*" * 

Bingham noddM gravely. " I know ;* such«8hock3 are 
dangerous at his age." . 

Sorrowfully they looked at each other as if in mourn- 
ful coundil over the health of sojne daar one. 

Then sudcfenly ‘Pam* burst into out S peal ol such nierry 
laughter that joined her in a ccynpanional}!^ forget* 
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fulness of their positic^n a p-o^ master ana reiractory 

pupil. 

" It fa so funny," she begay, " isn’t it N Now don’t 
say it isn’t,, for it, is. I mean your*t^dqg to pake me 
obey 

“ I don’t quite see the fun, 

" Why, beAuse the moqe you insist, the jwder it will 
be lor you to give way.’’ 

“ That’^ a ^int of view which had eccaped qjy notice. 
Doesn’t ^ sethn to you that the more you insist •the 
harder ’’ 

“ No, for I shan't give in. wow i II go down ana taiK 
to my» grandfather. I ha(f*l)cttcr break t lie 'sad news 
mysey.” Her eyes twinkled as^he Wft the room. 

Binghcyn was pftzzled. She was uncanny, with her 
grpwp-up,ways and her very uncliildlike sense ef hlhnour. 
llowever. Lord Yeoland would know how.to managdherf 

Lord VeolanS, who had hyci gout rather baclly for a 
coupfe of days, was not in the Iflandest of humours, when 
the child entered 4iis room. She saW.jt, and*sitting dowiT 
opjKisitc him made conversalton for^rwcral Aiinutcs befom 
S])ringing her mine. She Jo^d l/m* of •the prospected 
marriage between one of the under-gardeners and Lucy, 
the housenftid with the dimple ; she wa,xed eloquent 
Over the new litter of pujipies in the stables, a^ enthu- 
siastic in h#r account of the Ia.ct*l)ook she had rcaT Then 
suddenly, she burst out, " (ll'lndlathe^ I don’t want to 
leam Latin, pljase.’t ^ * 

’’ Not learn Latin ? Why not ? ’’ 

’’ Because — I don^.•’ 

T%e old man looked at her, “ Give me your reasons, 
please,” he said testily.* 

" Ratty says ’’ 

" Never mind what Ratty jSaj^. Confouncf the boy, 
he grows ^atter'every day. ,^swer my question.” 

” Well, I don’i want to lycause I don’t. 1 can’t think 
of a better reason." 

" Not J a woiae.” , 

" First I said iVouldn’t because 'Hatty* said I must, 
and tb*eq when I vud I would, Ratty—’’ 



“ wily Old you say would ? ” 

"Because! I liked Mr. ^inghau/.” Caliban, who had' 
a very hunwi understanding and was' a sensitive soul, 
snuggl^d^his smal head c5ose under hf r warm chin. as the 
old taan snapped out his question, and the child, «roking 
the little creattire reassurii^ly, said in her tenderest voice, 
“ Never mind, dear, he won’t hurt you ; it’s ».ily thagout 1 ’’ 
Lor(l Yeqfand 'grinned feroaously. “ What's only the 
gout?"^ , , 

‘ Your being cross. You frighten him.’’* 

"Aha/ J beg your pardon, I’gn'sure; I ‘'have no 
business to visit the sins Of hiy toe on you and Caliban. 
You were saying that you*" decided to* obey .me ,because 
^ou like Mr. Bingham ; Amost feminine line of rea^ning. 


And then Ratty said it was because I was afraid. 
That I was afiaid' Mr. Bingham would punish me. * Tl&t 
it was because he w!is so inuch bigger thah I.’’ 

iitail's good humour was coming 
bjck. Bingham certainly apjiears to be several sizes 
larger than yVu. Well ? ” , 

you see, I cAn t giv^ ^ and obey Mr# Bingham.’’ 

I don’t see that at all, my dear.’’ 

" But I cannot let Ratty think I am afraid.^ 

" Wh^on't you tell him you are not ? ’’ His interest 
grew ^75cc. She was vefy quaint standing there, a long 
pig-tail hanging pver each* shoulder and nearly tp the 
^ look of alAiost Egyptian sternness to her 
snjfy white face, the monk?y’’s, so grotesquely caricaturing 
her own pressed to her cheek. • * 

‘0 see whaj Ratty iias to do with it.’’* 

The jicojile one lives with always have something to 
do with It grandfather.’’ 

He lau|hed. " Thaf is true. WeU, 90 your line of 
action has been— ' - 

" I have refused to leanf Utin.’’ 

"^Havc you, told Bingham F’ 

" Yes.’’ 

" What dote heiShy i ” 

" He— scolds, and coaxes, and thret^ens to tey 



“ Which explains yoax» having to come to tell ^ your* 
lelf?" ‘ 

She looked stirpmea. INOi i W^icu^ lu ' a5Jk yKJui 
idvice.” 

" dh. Well, advise you to learn Latin/, IS'' is— a 
charming tongue.” 

” But I don’t wunt to! And then Ratty Is so disagree* 
able. He thinks that because h^ is u boyjhe m^st tease 
Die. 

" What weuld happen if you simply saia you fiare 
change<f your raitid^and decided to — obey me ? ” 

The irony of his suggesttoit entirely escaped her. 

“ I can’t say that. Don‘t*you see ? ” 

" 'V^u cah if you wanj. to I ’ 

‘‘*hien I don’t want to.” 

Suddenly, without warning, the Yeoland spirit «)f irre- 
fpohsibility touched him on the shobldur. The .sight of 
her wa§ so funny ; her utter jinconkioiisncss of the over- < 
wh<?lming majority of the*f«rjcs arrayed against her, 
so delicidbs ; hor conviction of pcrtcct equality with 
opponent the fates might* bring hypr, soryery pathefjc, 
that he greeted the spirit with a^dighjpd laugh. 

“ Good. , I never could fts*st a Wman. You shall learn 
no Latin !t’ ♦ 

And then with a thoroughly childish joy |he flew at 
him and* kissed him gratefully. “ Dear G. ^ Thank 
yoi^ thank you so much I ’* I 
“ What would y<»u have dolic if I naan’L relented, el^? ” 
he asked as slfe released hifti.* " You wouldn’t havg^kec^ 
being forced to ob(?y.( ” 

^he smiled. ” Oh, I shoipdn’t have obeyed ; tifly ii 
would have been very tlisagrecable for us all.” • 

When he was alone he chuckled several times over the 
interview, amj mentally .followdi her in hcrt triumphant 
entry into tho school-room. ' • 

Her commuiycation, however, was destined to be post- 
poned, for she found the school-room cnjpjy, and nqj until 
tea-tjj^e'did Mr., Bingham return thither. ^ 

When te didscome*, it was «rit!h|Ratty amd Evelyn 
and ^^pair of fox-terriers whom Pi^ detested, out of 
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sympatliy with Caliban, who gibbered with theit 

approach. 

" Oh, f)ieas|r send Nip and Tuck out ot the room— they 
frighten, Caliban,’! She erfed, coming forward from the 
windOw-i^at wh*ere she had been watching the sunse/. 

Ratty laugjjed. “ They ISive a better right here than 
that beast of a monkey,” he said roughly. 

“ Ratty I S toldk you to put them out.” 

“ Nons^se ; doji’t put on airs.” 

•The dogs were now barking excitedly at the palpitating 
fittle beast in her arms, and Pam’s teipper rose. * 

“ Mr. Bingham, tell him ht ihust.” 

But Bingham had seen Lbfd YeolanJ a fe)v npnutes 
before, and an amused worC from ihe old man' as to ^am, 
had irritated him.* He was an easy-going enough youth, 
as a ruh, but he had made a point of making Pam have the 
Latki lessons, and the fact that a little cajoling on her^ft 
had caused his employer |p give her her way in direct 
oppositior^ to his own wjflfe#, had ruffled him. 
i^-ijow the sight of t^je vnetor with the monkey, v horn he 
h^ never in hetarms, bfought a fruwn to his smooth, 
young brow. Jhe tt^s have a perfect right to be here 
if Ratty wants them/* he saiJ' shortly, sitting down. 

Pam opened her eyes v«ry wide and starved at him. 
They ha^parted friendly enemies, and she could not 
underst^re his sudden chahge of tone. 

• '‘Very well/' shij sciid sldvlly. "Then Cal and I^will 
go^ Aunt Rosjmund will give us te^" 

• Iqgtmctively she had long fince learned 'that her small 
l^resence Jightened to the tutor the«.(Kilness of his hours 

with* Ratty ; as she expressed it to Jierself she knew that 
she amused him. Now she would go, and he would be 
bored. But, •being a* woman-child, she shot hpr cKor*- 
before goinf. 

" Grandfather says th«c i uwa not lean> Latin/* 
Bingham nodded careless!^, Unconsciqusly he treated 
her ^ he woul^ have treated \ woman, and his weapon 
struck her ^uU in the breast. ^ 

“ I know ; h% tol^ fne» I am soiry, far you have 
liked it. Evelyn i| going to learn it, aren't you, EVy ? ** 
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A nH tendeiiy drawing the little girl to him, he Idased her. 
•Pam stood still, «tur^g white. 

“ Evelyn i Latin*! Pooh — she — cannui. i\ 

Bingham smiled, but his eyes'were Ifail with triumph. 
*‘<>’t she ? shall see, shan’t we, Sear ^ 

Pam rushed frdm the room# Jealousy, th^t fire-clawed 
demon^tore at her all night. That Bingham shouldn’t 
care about the lessons wis bad ; *thai he ^houl^ teach 
Evelyn wjk v^rse ; that he should speajf to Evel^ in that 
voice, and kis%her, was absolutely unbearable. 

The cRild lay fLwake all night thinking. For her to' 
relent and beg to be lorgiveR \fas as impossible as it would 
have b^n tor hereto grow a*fbot before morning. For her 
to live on m Monks’ Ypoland And see Bingham smile %t 
Evy Is he had at duBsert was equally out^Df the question. 

Tliere Vas but one course to take, and she fc)ok it 
Ufthc^itaflngly. 

She l^t the*house at dawn# with* Pil^im, whose own 
feelings were too evenly diviclfc<> \#etwcen distresj at going 
and dcliglft at the pros}X}ct of secip^ Pauline, to aJ^p^ 
her to make any active resistance. 

They took, the train for Londo^, •whigh they reached 
by nine o'clock, and went af once on to Dover. 

Thus, tor#the second time, Jcine Pilgrim ran away from 
Respectability and Monks’ Yeoland. 
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The tall slim girl who, with "a singular |race shoulders 

and hips, that scemed’to hl/e corns unusually early, j^^lging 
from the undeveloped line of her figtre, walk^ up the 
step Into ‘the Cas|no at Aix-les-Bains one eveij,ing three 
years ahd a half |ate[ was Pamela Yeoland, and the efder^y 
woman decently clad in bfefk, with a ver^ smar# bonnet, 
who walked stiffly besidt ’fhe girl, was Pilgrim. Pil|Hm'3 
•Wogress, as Cuy Sacheverel called it, teid gone on, since 
hbr second flignt froi^ !^fonk’s*Yeoland, lAich as might have 
been expected. ‘ i , ^ * 

Fohowing the fortunes of her mistress, growing a little 
grimmer and a little bitterer every day, in hef self-elected 
outlawTj^tthe had gone on wasting the whole love of her 
^ heart on the gently indifferent Pauline, and* protecting 
‘Pam from the slights and unpleasantnesses that the. child 
ndther juiticipated nor reJepted wHm \hey did come, 
witli ‘^1 tenderness as thomj as ever was tenderness in this 
woldcl. Bacheverel was thp only tne of the trio who 
appreciated Pilgrim, for Pauline was too careless, %nd 
Pam too used to the woman tb allow of her almost 


grotesquely Illogical Aaxacter’s appealing to them. 

And now that Pam waspeaily fifteen,* Pilgrim's eager 
chaperonage of hef waxed jnd increased fc a Way whose 
touchjj’fg side did not escape ^he handsome ex-singer. 

* Aj fiis daughter and the woman disappeared behind the 
swinging doorj, Sao^’verel, who ^yas walking uj^ ajid down 
on one of the rea4mg-foom verandah^ awaiting Pauline, 
looked alter them^i half smile on his face^ and whejj Pauline 



<aine ont of the room, ^me letters in her band, he said, 
to her, “ Pam amd^WUgrim Aave just gdnein. ^Pilgrim is 
a delicious creature, dearest.” * 

" Pilgrim ? Shp is a good soul, 'csrt^niy, our— wc a 
bett^go, Guy, It’s nearly time, and 1 don’t vm»t*<o miss 
the serenade.” * 

” Bht that’s just it ; jhe isn’t a good creature. She’s 
full of gall and bitterness ; she rcsAitsAvith i\ hei^eart all 
the thin^ aBout which you and I don’t care a c^mn.” 

Pauliye pitt op her glove and smoothed it daihtifjj. 
" Pilgrim ? Oh, y«s, she’s cross cnougl^ She nearly 
jerked all my hair out the day Claire was ill, and Pam 
didn’^ coiM to dinner ; you rememix'r.” 

”ph. ylll Pam asd Mai^crite Monsigny ! It VM 
funny, ip a way.”* 

” Panj had no business to dine with sucl> a feature, 
Rut* then, she didn’t know, i)oor^clii[^>. Whaf a tage 
PiJgrin» was Jh ! ” 

”Ti]grim gave me a mosF inwful wigging* Ana oi 
course she was Tight, in a way. ippm is^mcarly fiftBff*?* 
and her position*is ixiculian” 

Pauline nodded. “Oh, of^cou^c' butu still Pilgrim was 
very impeitinent, that day. I’m glad that she devotes 
herself to Pam ; I prefer Clafrc.” 

** Well, Pilgrim in the Peace Bonnet is ai watch-dog 
warrante(>to keep even admiring glances fronTTlfle greatest 
beauty on earth. And oifr Pam, Ucss her, is hardi/ 
that,” he addyl wifh a goodAiatured laugh. 

They went into the little theatre and sat downTU the* 
box Sacheverel had*t<fkcn for tjic opera, which wa^unuspall/ 
g<»d that year. 

I suppose we reall^ ought to bring Pam witn us, ne 
began doubtfully ; “ there's plcntj^of room?” 

Pauline looked at himf he^ blue eyes tendeV. ” Dear ! 
We shoiild, ndther of us, enjoy it hidf as much with her 
And she«is perfectly happy with Pilgrim.” \ 

" I daresay. She told me the other day,” he'Sadcftd 
laughing Jgain, *; that phe didn’t c^ to go driving with 
ua; thatlahe hatid to feel dc trop,^ * 

Pa&ljne smiled^ too. Pam ai^used^her, and she was 
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fond of the child, of course, but ilfwas better to have Pam 
dovm in the italb with goofl PilgriCn. 

This fe^ng/Pam quite sjiared. 

“ Pilly, look Thit's the King of Gtfece. And there’s 
that flfeh Aazilian. Doesn't he look exactly like a n^lger ? 
And oh, lookvtBere comes Mtnsigny 1 iM’t she glorious ? 
The King of the Belgians — or was it Prince Belisoff > gave 
her the^aminds. \lish I could have a pink gown Uke 
that,” * 

^‘Pilgrim frowned. “Hush, Miss Pam. Don't ^stare so 
at that wom^.” ^ 

“ But every one stares aft Her. Almost more than at 
mother. Isn’t mother a dreaH in that gbwn ? ” 

*Poor Pilgrim shuddered Vt hearing the girl ^iompc^edly 
comparing her mother to the notorious Parisian, but she 
said nothing. It was quite useless to try to .convince 
Pam of*thing3 aljout which she had made up her iflin^, 
and having met the beautifui Monsigny through finding and 
returning ^ jewelled fan 4lfaf the “ artiste,” as she (Slled 
ilCTftlf, had droppe(4,after a concert, the girl adored the 
lorely woman>iVlthouj[h^her father had insisted on limiting 
the acquaintances after the pinner, to bowing terms. 

The little theatre had filled 'and was now, at the hour 
advertised for the beginning of the Cavalkritr Rusticana, 
respectfully quiet. 

Pam’s*lfe(ghbour, a red-fl(^ed Englishman who had been 
grumbling to the nian on hi^ right that his doctor, iX)n- 
found him, had shut down On his Benedictine, subsided 
•intoa^ence, and the conduatof raised his baton. 

Pana listened, but she >^as not •p/articularly fond of 
music, and found the audience more interesting by far tbnn 
Mascagni's masterpiece. 

She had befcn in AbMor a fortnight, and therefore knew 
by sight a |reat many of th^ celebrities who in that most 
frivolous of wateriitg-places do congregate^' 

Thoywas Mimi Lalonde, lamous for her beautiful feet 
afld hpr remarkably bad luck « “ bac ; ” in the next box 
sat Frau B^dl. the l|pat Wagneri^ soprano, looking very 
commonplace tmd umfortable in a stufl^ red v^vet gown 
and with a gold chaj^ to l^r eye-glasses ; opposite wa^l^dv 
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Gower, who had recognised PJoline with a start, ^ been 
at SQch pains to»cut ||er pubhcly. LordiGo;ver, a dry old 
man much like fl liiara, would be, Pam kn|w, in the s«iu 
i$ jeu with a crowd of little Freocliwomeo chattering 
aroui^ him. i * 

The music w^t on, and #the curtain •sli^ slowly up. 
Pam gave glance at the stage. She hated Santussa, 
who roared bemuse a min wouldn’t marrg her, and the 
only episod(r in the opera which re^y pleased^the girl 
was that of Alfio’s biting Turiddu’s ear. But that would 
not com% for sonffe Ume ; first the very unnaturally dealt 
and merry peasants must trtp into church, alTd the tiresome 
Santa^rav and weep for a*1ialf hour at least. 

tunKd unobtru^vely in^er place and went on wiUi 
her inspection of the audience. 

Her hjautiful mother, leaning on the cugc.u, the hge, 
Bfetrtied with a dreamy contentment.* Bpside hes, Sache* 
verel’s ^ark face, grown a littje heafvici^ in the last years, 
softened as the beautiful muSioigorc on his senses. 

Pam wbndered what it was that ^ stirred tShm. - j - , 
And then suddenly her fape fell on,*a mai^who, stai^ig 
In the left aisle, leaned against a fiojt anij, his arms foloM 
dose on hi% broad breast, ^al wafehing her mother. 

She had» never seen this raan ; he was very tall and 
very heavily built though not fat. His clcar-^ut, slightly 
reddish face was smooth shavtn, and the sMUth was at 
oneg its most interesting aftd its har^somest feature, > 
Something in thftcut of hi> hair and thjit of his dqfhes 
proclaimed hiift to be English, /)r at least freshly oon^ fron\ 
London. He was*viatching Pauline Yeoland's fair' faco 
with an intensity and ^ disregard of possible oDsefvation* 
which fordbly struck the child who in her turn was watching 
him. 

A few minutes later he came* slowly dowrvto his seal 
which wts in the aisle, almosf facing Pam's, and arranging 
hin^f as com^rtably as Dos&ible in an obviousl)\wkward 
position, continued his rapt gaze at ,her moth& Uis 
hbsoljfte immobmty was, though thl child did not know 
It; that dl great physiiSd strength jiiVed *D sonod nerves. 
Hit eyes, she could now see,^ were\, reddisb'brown and 



fitiaer proraineni. i ney inierestMl her less than the fimi 
full lips. She^had never se^ such a mouth ; and the 
perfect flower ^ the perfect coat, the fit of the large white 
gloves— these thingp •added* in a curious way to his air 
of beihg ^ Ijalf-timed animal. 

Her eager emrtd roused, hv vivid imag ination buhiing 
with thoughts' of the man, she was as engi;ossed as he, 
and wh^ su(^enly,^at li great Bang of the orchestra, he 
started and his eye^ met hers, his face showed such quick 
ap^rociatio^ of her interest, that without awkwardness 
she continued to look at him, unconsciously fuming 
significantly foPan instant toAef mother’s loge. 

The big blush that crept over his fact madq he^ feel 
an^ absurdly motherly cymfothy, and her eyc» expressed 
it so distinctly that a half-shrug cut the blush short in 
its progaess,,and he smiled at her with the indulgence 
Dne shows to an innocently impertinent child. ’ 

Pam’s pride wa!^ hllrt ; fhe felt as if some oqe had 
•Jammed a door in her fat^.wftd, half to torment him with 
IjeiJjHperiof knpwledgc of the woman in whom his interest 
ivaj so transpaAently Jeen, shQ met a smtling nod of her 
mother’s at that yiomtnf with such vehement .recognition 
that he turned curiously* and tlten seeing what had hap- 
pened, transferred his gaze from the distant and UBapproach- 
ible motherdo the apparently kindly disposed child. Pam 
ivas inexorafca for a momeftt, and then the eloquence of 
Ills red-brown gaze yanquishetl’her, and she smil^. , 
Pilgrim, whosq eyes were gl^y with the unlucky Santa’s 
j'oes,^qbserved nothing, andtPSim continued her study of 

S c big mjui with the frankness of ignorance and deep 
tere&tt She was disposed to be analytical in a small 
ivay, of her own thoughts and feelings, but she could not 
recount for the queer eharm the man had for her. The 
lair was w^^ng away fibm^his forehead ; he was quite 
jld from her point o^ veiw, aiid his face was red. Yet she 
longed to^ow him and to talk to him. 

At 1^ Turiddji Alfio hadr gone, not to return, and 
the curtain went dowApn the scurrying crowd of pea^ts. 
Ihe opera was <Jver^* 

Pam turned to pigriif . " Pilly, mother wants ane ; 
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I'll go op to the box. Y9U su^ uuc oud then meet me 
iy the door when^it’s over.” , 

“ ru come with, you* Miss Pam.” 

” You won't. Your eyes ard all l}unge<r up— you're 
fright.^ I know . the way. Good-bye.”* • . 

Slippmg past the indignant servant who, u/ s)iite of 
ierself (Jid not dare follow her,* the girl sped up the aisle 
uid came out*into the caowded foyer. When she had 
reached the^dojr of her father’s loge she ifaused*and tflmed. 

As she had known by some instinct, •the big *ian ^yas* 
behind her, dwa?fing all the others with his bulky height. 

" Mother, I’m going»homc.i’ fjie said, enteihig the box. 

‘ I’m tired, and 1 ^jate ‘ Paill.iissc ! ’ ” 

Paulirfc tilbjed. “ Very well, dear.. Where’s Pilgrim ? 
isn’t that she ^ill in her place . ‘ 

” Yes. She has a few tears left and wants to shed^thcm 
jvpj t^^at tiresome clown. I’ll go through the gardcp aqd 
Lake a fiacre. It^’s early.” 

Her jndther nodded. " Go qtyckly, then, dear. You 
should havcjbrought her.” 

Three minutes l^tcr, the child stodd undVr a tree fh 
1 secluded part of the garden, b#eathi;«g iard as ’she watched* 
Ihc big man hhrry along to'jiards hex. 


" You speaK English ? ” he bc^'an abruptly. 

She laughed. " I am English.” 

" Thank God. I don’t knovj a word of Ft mch — ” 
He hesitated* visibly seeking fpr words. She Iroked very 
y'oung 'out here, with her long pig-tails *hanging over hy 
shoulders and hep skirt well abope her ankles.* , 

But a maheious deyujn of mi^hicf laughed at him oht 
jf her dark eyes and gave him courage. 

‘‘px)k here,” he b^gyn al)ru])tly, “there’s no use, 
heating about the bush — who is she i” 

“ The lady in black in the box ? ” 

Yes — o| courje.” t 

" You appear to admire her.'*' 

“ I do admire Her.” 

“ She is certainly very pretty.” 

He flitthqil as bb had* in the theiVe. “ Ytf. You 
'“‘ow h^ ; ^ me Imt oame.” 
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Panf laughed. “ Why fhould I ? ” 

“ You meant to when yomlet me /ollo\y you out here."’ • 

" You’doi^ know what I meant. 'And no more do I," 
she added hmf u|der her*breath. 

You’re too young to havd been just«making 
1 fool of rK^ aren’t you ? ”, f ^ 

“ Depends on what you call making a Jpol of «you. I 
do know heij and I saiw that you admired her.” 

“ Teh me ner name.” 

• His actent was’not that of an Englishman, and his curt 
way of speech was also that of a newef civilisation. 

" Excuse fhe, but are y»u un Am'erican ? ” asked Pam. 
“No; I’m an Australian r Chamlcyi Burke of Victona, 
jf you want my nan\e an»i address.” * 

There was a short silence whde' the .strains of Pa^acci’s 
entry .into, the village reached them from afar. " 

Jheo Pam w;pnt*on, enjoying her power, vicarious thoSgh 
it was, of reducing Ibis bjjj, and evidently, at le^t in his 
own opinion, important* person to the humiliation of 
i^gginglor |he infotmation he longed Jor. ‘ 

, “ You adjoire t^c lady, ,and you V'^ant to know her 
name ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ And when you know U, what will you de ? ” 

” That,depends. If she is English, as I hope and believe, 
I shalHiii.«omc one to Introduce me to her^’ 

“I see. Well, ,her namfcds Pauline Yeoland.” 

,."Ah. And the man with her is,her husband?'’ He 
spoljc with suppressed iptensity, his big voice a little 
hoarse. , 

“ Wo ; she has no husband.’ 

. " What I Unmarried ? ‘Or a ividow ? ” The joy in his 
voice urged her to Mercifully end bis delusion. 

“ Unnyuried, and — 

“Therman — who is he-?” 

" ^y Sacheverel.” ^ 

“flit frowned. I4e used \o sing, didn’t he ? Is she 
engaged to him ? Whey were alone.” 

Pam uhderstcKM ww- He bdd fallen in love' ilrith her 
mother I She gwe a little shiver of delight. ( 
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No, they are not engaged. 'Ighe — they live together 
He stared for a s^l^d and then burst ir>to ^ hoarse, 
ugly laugh. 

“So she*s anoth^ of them! It seeih^ there is nothing 
else here. I knew the others were, but spe-^ rtibught 
she wa^ good.’* | 

His ftice wcj^ dark ^th anger and disappointment. 
Pam was desperately sorry for him! 

“Don't!** ^he urged, clasping his Jiam, whic^ felt as, 
hard as iron u^ider the soft broadcloth ; “ she is good. 
She is an dngel. Ybu^e, they couldn't do ^ythin^ else. 
He has a wife, a perfectly hofrid jx?rson.“ 

Cham^ey IJurke looked do\\^n at her as if he had never 
seen her befarev, “ I see. We)ff haVc I amused you ?* 
Go and' tell your angel — that a fool from Australia adored 
her for an “hour, ^jid dreamed, actually, of marryin^^ her ! 
Lo^ at firs\ sight,** he added to himsc|f, b^t aloud, ai!d 
with one 0/ them, ^by God ! ** 

Although she did not unde.^ he maswit, the 

girl blazed at the saund of his voice, dud dre\^ away froK " 
him with a quick movement. » ^ 

“ Don't you, dare say thinp;s alY)ut h#r,“ she cried 
furiously ; “ she's my mother ! “ 

Then she was gone, and Burke *stood staring after her. 



GHAPTER II 


BiJt for one of those chances which are ZM icuKUik- 
able and so jommon, Pam and Charnlcfy Burke would never 
have met again. 

The Australian, after a nftch troubled nigl^t, decided to 
'leave Aix at once, as stSkying on and agaip-feein^ Pauline 
could only incftase his misery. At first, in hi§ angry 
disillusion, he had made up his mind to arrangfc a meeting 
^v^th the wonmp whose beauty had had such aVenjenJous 
effect on his imagirfation*and then try isfue witji ^e man 
whose ti^)ck he had setrfift the lo^e. 

He was lucky,* why shouldn’t I J)e ? ” fiurke asked 
himself, re was wch, perfectly free, and nearly forty years 
of varied experiendb fad taught him that something in his 
very vital personality was attractive to most women. He 
had, as he recognised with the primitive frankness peculiar 
to hinj. fallen seriously in love now, for the first time since 
his b^tJOu,' and the lofiger he paced his ro(jm that night, 
Pauline’s lovely /ace distinct in his memory, the stronger 
Bis love grew. 

But* since Pam’s annejurfeement to hfm and his brutal 
intgrpietation of her childish word?, his love had changed 
its character. During tl(at houi; in the theatre thj man 
would have been willing to Imeel before Pauline as to 
a goddess’, in his Heart, he did kneel to her. All the best 
in his i/ture was called out her, and it came very near, 
as s^etimes hlppens \Cith men of hi{ stamp, to being 
ad^tion. '■ 

ahen, byrfhe ijmy of faft, the wom'an’s own child had 
dragged her dowwfrom the altar built by the man’s ima- 
gination, arid as'dayii came in ht his^wndowB &dd he still 
paced |Up and down in his evening-dress, he lajigbed at 
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his own folly, and mentaHy be^attered his shattered idol ^ 
•with mud she dtservc^ no illore than She Jbad ^deserved 
the incense of th^ nfght before^ 

He would stay ; he would meet her*dhd what has ^een 
can always be again. 

Late^, however, when a bath and breaKiasr^had some- 
what rd&tored^is\nental balance, he changed his mind. 

He would go at once, and forgetiall abouiSthe y*oman. 
There was*ncf sense in tempting fate|^ such ^ extent^ 
and what, aftei all, was he, to dare enter the lists wiA a 
man who* to judg# by the splendour of thj woman who 
loved him, must be splendicf hftnself ? 

Thus frogi a mixture of fhotives, some worthy, some 
unworthy, the ^ustraliap decidtfi to* leave town at oncef 
and a tttle pale and»wom by his vigil, oiflered his bill and 
went out lor a stroll to pass the time until the Paris ftepress 
leff. ffurning naturally into the Casino garden, he wan- 
dered ab<jut until, observing a cipwd gathered about a man 
who w€S photographing the tetric#, he half unqflijsciously 
joined the •onlookers, and stood absentlv watrhincr^**^ 
preparations. 

Suddenly h^ saw a young wcjpian'^v^o was just in front 
of him, look ground with ti keen glance, and then with 
great skill slip her hand into the pocket of the man to 
her left. 

When .hand came out, it held a sn»lt^50ck*3 book. 
Burke watched her with softie intcresi as with a cool 

paraon, m'sieu^” sh^ forced^ ^pr victim to make way tor 
her, and then sauntered carcjessly away towa/d^ the 
nearest exit from thfe pounds. Burke’s great r#d hand 
was^cruelly strong as U closeij on the small one 01 the*' 
thief a moment later. 

She threw him a terrified look, ahd burst into tears 
and a flood of )yords simiiltangoufly. 

I can’^ understand a word flf all thrft, but I i^mt the 
pocket-book,” he^ repeated dd^gedlyA and when at 
length augmented his formula by the V gendamfes,”* 
she handed him the purse^ and flew avhy, wiping her eyes 
with a (!uetegard J^r her^complexien. ^ » 

Regretting that he had not had time to give iier, put 
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of pity, something from fA own pocket, Burke went bapk 
to look ^or yie owner of "hte booty. 

The man, yho had left (j^e group abbut the photographer, 
and was making way up the steps, was easily overtaken. 

bee yoAr pardon, this is your* purse,” began the 
AustraliaiNabhiptly. 

Sacheverel, for it was he, staied, add then feH in his 
emptj£.pocl4!t. 

‘‘ Thanks very^|fluch. Did I drop it ? ’'f 
’ No ; a young woman took it, and I took it from the 
young woman.” 

After a sliort pause, durifig winch the two men eyed 
each other curiously, SachPverel said, “Sujely^I know 
*you ? ” 

“ I think nott And yet, 1 seem* to know yoAr face. 
I wasFin London in ’8o.” 

•“ And so was f.” 

“ 62 Barbury Stfeet, Bussell Square— ^rs. Qrubb’s.” 
"Right! Webster 

T'‘’Johnsoi» ? KeijHedy ? ” 

. ‘ Burke, iy Joye, Charpley Burke 4 Well, upon my 

word ! How ?re ^o^, and where have you been ever 
since ? ” ^ 

“George Kennedy! Back in Australia, r most of the 
time. Fcr God's sake come and have a drink. I’m half 
dead 6f loiwJ'Df'ss.” 

A few minute* later, wHen they had celebrated their 
meeting, ang Burke was (jn the poLnt of returning to his 
hotJ fo announce his iiytedtion of stayfng on for a few 
days, ^chevcrel remarked, “ By the way, I forgot to tell 
' you*that when I went on ^e stage — you knew, didn’t you, 
♦that I did go on the stage ? — Dchanged my name. You 
have heard, probdbly, of Guy Sacheverel,” he added 
simply, /t * ^ t 

Burji^ started, •and theft; was a short pause, c 
“ )rou are Guy S achevtten Then it was you — I heard 
•you^once, a^ Rotf^eo, in M'Hbourne,” he went on with 
a loud l|iugh, “ ^d wondered all the evening who the 
deuce you refninejed me of ! ” 

His face had grown m shade redder in his embarrassment. 
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3© it was George Kennedy’s at whiq^ he had gazed 
last night, and A George < Kennedy,—*' I Saw you 
last night at the opera,” he* went, on aftruotlv. ‘‘at 
CavaUeria RusHcan»" 

SacheVerel nodded, seeing Burke’s confusioo. situa- 

tion heU nothings new, Vnd ifence nothing awkward for 
him. He and'Burke had. for a short time Jjeen pretty 
close friends years ago, and nothing ^ow ^med*more 
natural to him than to go on, as they walked ou#into^ei 
sun : “ Yfs, w^ haye a httle villa here, on the ChamWry 
Road. I see you knew the-*-tlje turn my life has taken. 
You will think me very fortunate when you have met 
Paulinej* Dfne with us to*morrjw ! ” 

And*that ^ai»all. ^ 

Burke’s .heart when he got out ot his fiacre thft next 
ev^ing, and pulled the rusty bell-wire of the Villa Ori^fud^e, 
beat loudly in his great breast. 

He had even yet not quite ,^ 9 t his oeanngs regarding 
the wofhan ^th whom he had falftn.so violently love, 
and George Kennedy. The one surprise hacj followed So 
closely on the other, bringing his »bi/ier disdain of the 
womem who libd disappoin^d ‘him Ho so Sudden a halt, 
that his braird still whirled. 

Sacheverel’S manner had revealed much to the not 
unobservant Australian, but he had not yet h^a -time to 
completely readjust his ideas about Paulilflf’VeoIand. 

The»thought of Panj, also, not unnaturally troubled higi. 
If the child had told her ad/enture, the ‘consequqices 
were bound to be mqr^ or less Unpleasant. 

All these things whirled thraugh his mind as he stood* 
waifihg for an answer i*o,his ring, and then, as the door, 
opened, admitting him to a little gref^ ^ardeq at the far 
end of which Pauline in a y^hite ggwn was standing with 
Sacheverel, Burke suddenly knetv thatj P^m had Not told, 
and woul(f not *tell. ” It wojild cus both waj\” he 
reflected hurriedly as he w*nt up tl^p path. ‘‘It .)vas 
a hideous thing for a child to do.” 

And h^wys right*: Pam had not told. 

When a few minutes later the littlg party went 

a to ^e’ bouse on tjip, announcement of dinner, ^ rote 
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from a deep duiir in whSlj she had be^n curled, reading, 
and coining forward, afknowled^ed her father^s inti^o- 
duction of Burl^rwith a calm indifference that amused 
him to the point of a vehement regret that no-one was 
preseni ^hio ftould share the joke with him. ^ 

The dinner was a chaiming/^one, r^rved in ^ rather 
bare room jwith fad^d frescoes on the cdQing and walls. 
Thre^ong window^ opened to the greenness^ of, the garden ; 
fla,/ers Vere ban^d on tables between -the windows and 
gracefully massed on the dining-table; the light, well- 
cooked meaf- was perfectly ^.served ; and Pauline more 
beautiful even, with her bwe arms and shoulders, than 
he had pictured hen 

The man was<too much in love to rpalisc; as yet aojrtiung 
but tte supreme fact of being with the woman he loved, 
aijd, parried tp the seventh heaven by that fact, he^ outdid 
himself in clev^ taik and well-told anecc^tes. 

Finding that his entertainers knew of and^c^ed for 
sor^tlldir spciety topics as little as he himself, that 
^I^auline’s st^ire in^ihe conversation was a very small one, 
and that Sacheverel was interested in hearing about the 
changes that fiad taken jfiac^ in Australia' since his visit 
there years ago, Burke turned with relief 'to the subject 
he knew^nd loved best — life in that country. 

Owsrlng hiqjself vast tracts of grazing land, and having 
made his money in the dd-fashioned story-book way, 
by raising cattle and by finding g(j^d, he told the story 
sucijinetly aiid well 

His strange accent, tne occassional dialect words he 
• used, the light in his big, prominent eyes, contrasting 
(SO strangely with the strung rejpose of his huge figiTre — 
all these things Qhamied Pam, who ate hardly any dinner 
as she ^t watching her 

Onc$j only she» icitemi^jted. He had^ told of a strike 
amon^ his employjSjes, and how on being fired at by the 
leader, he had tun^(jd and shdt him down where he stood. 

“ Did he die ? ^he child asked breathlessly. 

Burke laughed. '‘Yes, whemi shoot a maij he die$.” 

He w^ clothed as all men were clothed, he was ^ucated 
as well /as many, he was a millionaire colonist m Europe 
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on a vacation, he played baccaiit, and passed his time as 
other men did But^he was, i! lot a sav«ge^still,a primi- 
tive, and something in him appeiled stonglygto a hitherto 
unstirred instinct ii^ the child. It was fhl instinct common 
to all \lomen who have the necessary ten^ra.mvit ^d 
charm lo influence mao. to study and experiment with 
the man who, <or \he rpcnnent at least, interests them. 

I wish,” the child thought, peeling an altnonc^ deftly 
with her Idng^ brown fingers, ” that it^was he was in 
love with;* • i - - 

There was in he^ njind, perfectly childish as yex m ner 
lack of understanding of the* meaning of the strange 
things <ihe knew, no morbid ^dea of being herself in love 
with ^rke. • I^^was mei^ly thal she 1‘ealised his differencet 
from most^men, and •that his great strength, and something 
in Ws eyeg, impressed her all unconsciously with ^ desire 
to KncAv him better. Pauline listened witlh ^weet caretess^n- 
terest toHhe stdries Burke toldji SheVather enjoyed him, 
but that w^ as far as she evei^ g^^with any ong.^ 

Pilgrim's msighb was not at fault \vhen tha^ unforfiftl^te 
victim of a social System told Cazalet#that rauline loved 
Sacheverel so* completely thaj sh^ itardly even noticed 
the people who worshipped her. For Burke was by no 
means the fifst man who had allowed himself the luxury 
of falling in love with Sacheverel’s mistress. It isiprobable, 
too, that ti«.velling about as tlicy did^ancl meetfng all 
sorts ,of men, and of all nations, more than one of 
them might ha’^e triftd to wjni her from Sacheverel, bed 
not her perfectly unaffected diiregard of their sighiand 
hints convinced them that such an attempt woidd have 
beeR as laughable as • to seijously make love to* th(r 
moon. 

So when Pauline handed the big Aultraliati his coffee 
a little later in, the gardAi and her. hand tou^'^hed his, 
his start tnd flush were noticeH not(bJ^ herself, \or yet 
by Sacheverel, byt by Panj, \^ho st(|pd, her monkey in 
her arms, under a lime-tree by her father.* 

The ^observan^ are i^ally looked on by those who 
obse^e thftn mom or l^s in the light 0/ children, so 
Pam's tnotherly feelings as .she ttimed from Pauline's 



00 


PAM 


\ blindn^ to flash a look that weighed between sympathy 
and ami^ment.t at Burke, <wa8 no| unusual in itself. 

When 'the jthild had wi^drawn undbttusively, and gone 
into the house, B\yrke drew a sigh of relief. Her deep dark 
ey^ w^e too keen for him to be comfortable under their 
gaze, and he preferred not^to have them fixed oi) him. 

The evening passed pleasantly 'EnougS, and pro^^ed but 
the fiji^t of tpany such. 

Occasionally thei were varied by Sacheverdl and Pauline, 
fin(f onc^ in a while Pam as well, dinin'g at the Casino 
with Burke, but the Australian preferred the quiet’ meetings 
at the Villa, lor the curiosity^of those who did not know 
the history of the beautiful wbman, with her unmistakable 
air of breeding, was'alnicst as pffensive to him as were 
the ostentatious vcuts of her old acquaintances and the 
free and easy admiration of the men who saw in her merely 
one of«a class to which her manners were superior. 

Her own utter indifferqnce to all the several kinds of 
attention to which she wfi^stlbjected puzzled the Au'^tralian 
at^£i’a't,"but^as tirn^'went on and he ^ound Himself con- 
tinually forgetting uthat she. was not Sacheverel’s wife, 
he began to takp it f6r granted almost as much as she did. 

Sacheverel’s attitude, however, remained a mystery to 
him, until one day the ex-opera-singer explained it to 
him in aicasual phrase evoked by a vivid monosyllable on 
Burke's part .ceg^arding the insolent staring of r Frenchman 
obviously of the tastaquoucrd class. 

" I can’t pqll his nose and fight him, can I ? ” Sacheverel 
returned. “ And if I could what good would it do ? 
The fact she is not my wife ie Sll that those beggars 
can 4ee, and that can’t be dqnied. You can see for yourself 
that we are the happiest man and woman in the world, 
and for ou^ greali Imppiness that kind of thing, which is 
the price, we pay; is s very rtodest pri(^.” And Burke 
began to understand’. 

Pam^ bored him. It She was too clever to venture to try 
to sound hinj ^Ixfut his feedings, but she watched him 
with a clear unfaltering gaze that got on his nerves, and 
more than ofice made, him froWn sayagely at hW. 

Only [once she spoke to him about her mother, and 
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that one time it was he* who created the opportunity by 
asking, “ Well, what you of me*? 

Quick to seize the Chance she xptumed, ” I tJiinK 01 you r* " 
Yes. You stsue at me like a contei^pdea little Hindoo 
idol ; I suppose you're thinking of me." 

Shefemiled at the to^je of hi^ voice. " 1 m sorry to nave 
made you crqfs. \I w^ oqjy wondering whether vou are 
still in love with my mother." 

The blctod*rushed to his face."^* wnai L^unL-iubiun 
have you com/ to ? " • 

" I thfiik," she fetyrned, " that you are." 



CHAPTER III 


two' years had passea by ; liurke had spb.it a winter in 
Paris, and one in Italy, stopping tiyo'br three 'times at 
Villa Arcadie, and passing the first of the summers yachting 
about Norway, with Sacheverbl and Pauline as^his .guests, 
and now, the second sllmiil^, they were all batik at 

Burke had antlised himself in Palis and in Rome; 
he was*ao romanticist to fly all the attainable ^pleasures 
for 'the® sake ot^the far-off and unattainable good/ fte 
had lived comfortably, ami at the moddn automobile 
rate ; hg_ ^ad learnt that “tfi'ere are few things, whatever 
moralists may say, l.hat money cannot bring to a healthy 
nvii who is sbll yovng, and. in conseqiwnce of his long 
years passed in conipafaflve splitude, he was not blasL So his 
doings were chronicled as those dl a distinctly gay bachelor, 
and tales were told which need not be repeated here. 

These things, however, did not alter the fact that he 
still loved Pauline, though time had cooled .the fire of 
‘that love. At any time he' would have done anything 
in the world for her, though he had never put the fact 
‘ into wortls either to himseU or to her. 

He had come from London that firioming, and as he 
^<>hlkecl along the shady roqd towards the villa, perfecdy 
dffessed as usual, and in some Ihdefinable way looking 
more civilised' than ofi'old, he realised that his joy in seeing 
her had Ic^t its old vvbrant qualify, and gaiped a delightful 
note of ^acefulneSsj* Antonio, now putting on a little 
flesh, and in a new livery, topped the door and greeted 
lim with all the .cordiality of an Italian who has served 
long enough in a famOy to feel himself an integral part 
of it , ' 

The garaen was tiiifi and bright with flowers? new 
( 
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awnings shaded the wiftdows. and under the lime*tre/ 
stood several cofafort^le-loomg basket thairsa^ a table. 

"La Signora is 'out,” the* servant tolj him with a 
sympathetic gesbye, “and il signori but the signorina 
is theft, under the tree.” 

Bui|ce went slowly ver tht grass towards tbe lime-tree. 
He had not s^en Vam rej aver a year, as she had been ill 
on the occasion of his last visit t* Villa Alcadi^»and he 
was not p!ulJciyarly desirous of sSSTng J^r now. ^ Howcvct, 
there shj was^ 

She was reading,, her head leaning a^^st a^yellovT 
linen pillow, and on heafing his approach, look^ up 
leisurely. • 

Wljen sbfe recognised him, mowever, she dropped liJ^ 
book and rose quickly. 

y" YouJ I am glad to see you,” she, cried shaking hands 
with*him. “ Come and sit down in thesljade. Fathe»and 
mother ure offkomewhere, as Ufcual.” 

He^t ^own and threw his*h&t»on the grass^ 

" You’ve changed,” he began suddenly. ; 

“ Haven’t I ? ^How do you hke my haif^ ” 

There was* not the slightest coqpe’try in her manner as 
she turned and presented'*to him a back view of her small 
head, which was completely c*overed with a net-work of 
broad flat plaits. » 

" By Jo\'fe ! It’s famous. ^ rfow old ^’•e you, Pam ? ” 

" Nearly seventeen. Long skirts, jiou see. It’s great* 
fun. It amu^ niother qnd father almost to dsath. 
Imagine those two-rturtle-dov« — with a grown dasigfcter ! ” 
Burke nodded. ft does s^m rather a joke. »Are they 
bdlh well ? ” * ** 

"They are always wCU, you icnow, i'atner is growihg 
a little bdd, poor dear — and so are y\\^ Pdbr old gentle- 
men 1 ” 

Burke*felt a’slight twing^ of irri'btion. " Yc’ir latber 
is four years oldtr than I.”, * 

" I know. That makes you forty. Are.you going to 
here ajl,summer ?,” , ^ 

“ I don’t know.s It depends chi^y on them. JThe yacht 
is in dbpimission— ” ^ 
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“ I never think of the yacht* without cursing you,'-’ 
the girl ;ptumed‘ laughing.® " It was horrid of you to 
make me sta^ at Blanke>bergh tha't summer. How I 
hated it ; and whit' a life I led poor ^y ! I don’t see 
how’yoUfhad tl^ heart to not ask us ! " ' 

“ I didn’t want you, my dear. C’lildren are somf-times 
a nuisance." < / 

“ Oh,, ,1 wak. of course, I know. Only I had been very 
square to you about a'^C.ertain incident, Md I do think 
I*desferve(f some recompense.” " 

** It wHis the first time she had re^Uy" directly' referred 
to their first conversation together. 

" Nonsense — you’d hav^ caiight it if you had t<ald.’’ 
■'»«"If I had wished to teH, you don’t suppose 1’^ have 
minded ‘ catching \t ? ’ One has only to choose the lesser 
evil, or •’rather the greater pleasure, and let everything 
else <20 K-’’ ‘ _ 

“That’s true," he returncds struck by the phUosophy 
of her ol^rvation, “ but fciOy’d have been awfuJly^angry 
withyCii." 1 
It And with you ? "v. 

Her eyes were rolemi). L.*. tv/iic 
“ Ancient history, all that. And I’m not the first man. 
I’m sure, to whom the same thing has happefJed.” 

“ Of course not ; but you are the only one who has 
had the'advantage^of getting his information stiaight from 
one of the family.. Well, I’ll not bore you ; I am an 
exceedingly an^able young person ! ’’ ' 

“Are you? I doubt it.’’. 

“ I am, though. By the way, guess who is here ? In 
Aix, I'mean ? ’’ 1 a 

Burke had no idea and said so. ^ 

" My aunt,' Mrsj: J*raxse, and my cousin Ratty. You 
have heard of them;' bl s<lw thenf yesterday” 

“No!" ' 

" Yes. Poor Aunt Rosafhund was vwy kind to me. 
!Viam going to have tea with W to-morrow. They are 
at the ‘ Splendide.’ ’’ 

“ Has your mother seen her ? ’’ asked Burke. 

■ ” Oh, no. Mother Wouldn’t ; she has — " The eiri 
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paused and then went «n witt a little 8mile-^"*cast 0 $ 
her family, you know.” 

“But I ^ould thiftk she \<ould like td see* her only 
sister,” insisted the man gently, for iruhis Wid an ided 
woman must lovS her sister. Pam looked at ^^im,’her 
eyes sjddenly full of ti^e old ijionkey-look m the sun shone 
into tneir d^ dwths. y*' po you remember the woman 
in the Bible ?' ‘ >^ither^thou goe^t I will g^ ; an^ where 
thou lodgast^ will lodge, and thy^wple shall be m/people 
that always retfiinds me of mother. M5 w that I am bidet, 
you undferstand And that is why she does not /are to 
see Aunt Rosamund. 

“ Bijt it*is unjust ; it is Cruel. You know that for me 
there is no one on earth like yr*iV mother,” Burke went 
eam^tly^ “ but still, according to the hws of society, she 
did wrong ; and if your aunt can forget that, and forgive 
h^— ■ — ”* 

" Mother ought to be gratcfpl anc? kiss' her hand I But 
you mother does not think piat she did wrong, and 
she does nbt feel grateful ! Oh, let’s talk atyuft Andfetj^ing 
else ! j , 

Burke nodded, half relieved to get I.tick ^ut of the impasse 
whither her,, unexpected raid into the realms of Scripture 
had led him, and half curious to hear more of her opinion 
on the subject. 

" Of course she did give up’ a great deal ; everything 
that makes a woman’s life pliasant.” \ 

“kubbish, Mr. Burke! Tjierc is only pne thing dhat 
makes a womdn’s life hapi^y, ^and that is the tjiiug she 
took. And havinj^ taken it, and found it better than 
aU the rest put togeti^er, woflld you have her pretklnd-to 
be sorry ? As if a m rute with father wasn’t worth* a 
million years with poor Aunt Rosanmhd.” •• 

She had risen in her \^ehcrp6nce, lura he saw how she 
had gro\yn, an^ how the lines of h r ngure had softened 
and improved. ^ ■» 

As he looked at her sonife one came up Jo them, unseo 
by both until close at hand. ^ 

Wl&tls that f^out a'million years with'motljer ? ” 

Pam turned. "Ratty! You i^re! Just, like you tft 
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^me deeping on one like that/ Mr. Bnrke, my cousip 
de Rat^fc Maxse.” ‘ 

Pam sat d6wn again wtth yontkhJ suddenness as she 
spoke, and errfptie^ Ae next chir of its books and papers. 
‘"Sit ^own, Ratty. How’s Aunt Ro&mund to-day ? ” 

" Pretty fit.^ I say, Pam,, this i^p jolly little bungalow 
you’ve got here.” i^ttylool^ed /vound with an approval 
not al^ogeth^; innocent of patroiVage. He was a fat youth 
with soft dimpled hanaj. a.id a budding moustache. 

• Pdin latghed. *? Nothing like Monks’ Y,=^land, but not 
bad f(Vr people in a small way. Will ytu have some tea ? 
I wonder what -time it is ! « 

It was nearly five as two watches simultaneously proved. 
itl'“R%tty, if you’ll go iiV^t that^ window to„the n^jht-of 
the door and ring the bell on the left of the sideooard. 
some o»e come.” 

TJie young man 'obeyed, and a few rnirmics Micr non 
was pouring tea^in a'casu^ ^ay that had tin it something 
of boyishness and was r^hsf attractive, 

“We'wo'h’^ wait for father and mother,” she observed, 
pouring hot vSiiter uj,Vo the po{ ; “ they e'^pected to be back 
for tea, but tha^ is not* saying that they will turn up for 
dinner even — as you ifnow,* she added to ^urke. “ Are 
you going to the play to-night ? ” 

“ I don’t know ; are you ? ” 

” Of*course, Madame Ravaglia is staying ^yith us, did 
I not tell you ?” 

“/Ravaglia?,, Here!” ^ 

, RaV;yis utterance was sopeWhat impedeu by bread-and- 
' butter,- Ipt bread-and-butter could aoi conceH the horror 
iff hi^ voice, and his eyes bulged eloquently. « 

*“ Ravaglia ! Here ! If you a'e afraid of meeting her 
you had better trei,piy dear boy, for she mighi come out 
for some tea, thovm h doubt dt.” Pam sr^ed at him 
and her amusement \/as genuine. 

“ But— hang it, Pam, you know as weU as I do that— 
itr rather I suppose you don’t iSiow,” he added pompously, 
“ Men hear such things more than girls.” 

■“ Nonsense !* Of coupe I know*. Aijd not a >bfitvOn -do 
I' care. I love MadamefRavaglia.” ' i 
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The fat boy r^. " W^, upon my word, I should tbinlr 
. my aunt,—” he obegan angrily* but she; intem\|^ted him 
with authority. . 3 " 

“ Don't be absurd, Ratty. And r^ipemlJer you are in 
the hopse, or ratlSsr in the garden, of' people who dare 
to do, as they choose. We are not afriid of a great 
‘artist’s! reputation.” ^ ^ 

“ Afraid ? 'ATicJs ? Oply there is such aching as pro- 
priety, and *here is another co^le^^^.improp^ky ; ^ ind for 
a young girl o^.f?our age ” 

Pam Icoked at bjm with a curious expression itt h^’ eyes. 

“ You forget that' I am, not an ordin''fy young girl. 
My parent^ are not married, nnd there is no regular, ready- 
made ^siti^n for me in the wjf.ld, ,so I shall, thajjk 
be abfe to make my own position. So ejther go home and 
keep muiii about where you’ve been, or else sit dflwn and 
diCnl^ your tea like a sensible boy.” , ^ 

Burke had Ijstened so surprised ae to be almost aghast. 
On the rare occasions when Hg had thought of Pam, he 
had taK>n it for granted that her ctiildish eye^ Would one 
day be violently opened ; that a (i<tsual word or s3jne 
direct unkindnes^ would teach her 'vJth cruel suddenness 
the truth she had just so clehrly put beiore her lubberly 
young cousjn. 

And now the calm unconcern with which she had stated 
the case showed him that the process had most mercifully 
been made a gradual one ', that her father and mother, , 
too Engrossed in ea^h other to take any definite CQjirse 
regarding her, had unwittingly done the ^sest jJiing by 
leaving nothing to surprise htir. Having known jJl her 
liff that her parents stood to each other in unusuai rela- 
tion, but soothed alwayp by the spectacle of their perfect 
happiness, the young girl now found^hurself Ipoking at fife 
from the one view-point -yhcnco it C(J^d to her look calm 
and tranquil. ' , ' ’ 

■ The big man heaved a sigh of surprised relief. 

Pam’s small face was full of a strange dignity, for sh^ 
faced the world not as a suppliant, nor as an enemy, but ' 
ralhei^sis.^ sinceie, self-Kspecting^atheist faces ^hose who 
believg in the Gdd he has forsak^. She and the world 
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^iisagre&i, but politely, without bittern^, for she fejt 
none of J;^t inferibrity which engenders hatred. 

Ratty watched her for i moment in dumb indignation. 
It’s a great^sheijne they aren’t married, then,” he burst 
outsat length, ^tting down his cup ancf brushing a» crumb 
from his skin-tight waistcoa^ 

Burke gave an angry start, Iput/S his surprise Pam burst* 
into a^merry^augh. Just go4ind bov^strmg the obstacle, 
will you^ then ? Pillyiibk.A'ys calls her 'the Otfttacle ! ” 



f HAZIER ly 


There is a road leading into tIiS mount^ fronf 
Aix that ^nds slowly up through very beautifm scenery, 
chnging to the rocky hill as if shrinlang A’om the steep 
slope oij the other side, until at length it makes a loop 
through a will of sohd stone ajd ends in a small roudo^ 
platform 'from which is to be had the finest view in the 


couptry-side,‘ save one to be reached only by a funicular. 
Oneakemtwn about a week after the conversation reiortJed 
in the last chapter, Pam andjC^amley Burke were sitting 


on the •'tone wall that edges lh« ^elvidere, looking down 
at the pi^fe and golden panorama spjread b^olfe tnSm. 

“ Ripping view,, isn’t it ? ” the girl 4 ^^ked,unechanica% 
taking off he; hat and dropjjjng Ij tvith, safety behind 
her. 


Corking !• uo you come up here often ? It's rather 
a pull, you know.” 

“ For fat jieople, yes, and vod are putting on a T)it of 
flesh,’’ she returned, with a crftical gland'; at his admirably 
got-up figure. “ Pillf and I are lean kine,. so we don’t 
mind.” 


" Pilly ! You don’t wan to say you drag that uhfor- 
tuntte female all these rifles, Pqjn ? I call that brutal?” ’ 
” It is rather, but I have to walk, you see, and I’v^ 
got no one else. When we get here, she’ sits down on the 
bench with her back to all ?his,’i Jefkinjjher head towards 
the view, 'i and ^ays patience/ Tt’s a sweet sight.” 

Burke burst ou^ laughing. “fVnd you, you httle devil, 
sit and laugh at her ! ” * 

” I don’t mind a bit being called a ' little devil ’^t's 
really ratlin nice, yju knoV, thougf^I’m sure* I’ve no idea 
I »4y— and you do mind being called f.jt. So try again ! ” * 
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She looked at him solegmly, swingiijg her feet as She 
spoke.^ 

“ I could pnake you angry m a moment if I chose,” he 
answered, wipm^the moisture from his» rather bar^ temples 
with’4*smart blue and white handkerchief. 

" Then do.” 

“ Well, do you happen to’jftfow t^t you look a good 
deal iike Cauban at ” 

p SJbe st(^ped swaging her feet and retlec^fd for a moment. 
“ Yt^, I ‘kr'ow I do. Cally has very ^ne eyes, don’t you 
think so?” .^he raised her, own,' golden in the strong 
sunlight to his as she spoke, sombre and weary in expression. 
- “ Fine eyes ! Yon a limb. Well, yes, t mx^t admit 
that much, I suppose.” 

“ Bijt you mean we have no colour and do dimples. 
That’i true. Only I don’t think Cal would look weU fcith 
pink cheeks and dimples, do you ? ” 

Then she burst out l^igiiing. " Aren't I sifly ? But 
you k«ow,-or rather yoi don’t know, that it is quiTb impos- 
sible to hurl my feehngs about my looks. I know I’m 
jJain.” 

He rose and came to hef, hij hands in his pockets. It 
had suddenly come home to him that she xfrould not only 
be much ^less attractive with the pink cheelcs and other 
adornments in question, but also that she was very nearly 
grown up. • • ■ * 

“Plain, are you ? Wcu, yc&, 1 juppose you are," ne 
said slowly, Studying her Cool little browo face with his 
pronunfent eyes. " I don’t think, Jfof/ever, that it’s going 
to matter much.” 

/ “ Matter I No, of coursS not." * 

She spoke^withec^much earnestness that though she was 
obviously far awaj/from him jmentally, he went on with 
a delightful sense lot beginhjpg an exploration in a totally 
imdiscovered country. “JIow do you ’mean '"of course 
not ’ ? ” 

" I mean juit Vhat you saia. looks don't much matter. 
I mean t^uty doesn’L” 

' “ Most people thinn that they mafter more thjm any* 
thing else, my dear.”* 
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•“ Most people\re donlreys.” 

Burke sat down feer. " You are speaking, iHake it, 
of looks in relation to one’s — a woman’%^cce*s in life ? " 

“ Yes." 

" Well, how do you mow tnen that they dbn’t matler ? ” 

. She fluned, staring al aS if he had just come. " Oh, 
dear me, what®n earth o^ou gibbering ab*ut ? I only 
meant that uittfis What do^ thipgs.' 

» Will ? 

" Yes,", she hhnjed on impatiently. " ?&rely 

having one’s own way-, isn’t, it ? Well, aAj' one with will 
enough can do anything. If she hasn’t white eye-lashes." 

“ Eye*laslles 1 My dear Pam, w5at,a jump from aljgtrafflK 
thoughis on ^-jx)!^er !'” ** ^ 

"Well, it does count. You know you like me., better, 
to q>e the uearest illustration, than if I had watery, greenery, 
grey efes and stumpy white eyeJashea. Don’t you ? " 

" I do, but — 

"Thefo* isn’t any but. lou eiuier do or you don’t. 
And when I look it you hard you foi’tet th^t I look lil^e 
a monkey, don’t 3^3u 

Before he cduld answer jhe tvent 'on. ‘*Now, let’s talk 
about somethiflg else. I hate long-drawn-out discussions.’’ 

" As your eye-lashes are neither stumpy nor^ white, I 
perforce obey. What shall I talk about. She Who Mast be 
Obeyed ? ” 

The* girl turned an^ looKea at mm cUnously. He -kad 
never before spoken to her as* to a grown wdhian, and she 
recognised, while she »;oyld not explain, the difference. 

“ For God’s sake let us sit upon the ground and*tell»sad 
stores of the deaths of kln^.’’ * 

He stared, and she burst out laughing » 

"You are a badly educated person, Mr. Chamley Burke 
of our loyal colony, Australia t Thought I was being 
original, dffln’t you ? ’’ , 

" I did— but I sappose it i» Shakespeare ? As a subject 
of conversation, how will this do ? Your*gtaceful yotkng ’ 
cousin is io^love wkh you,” 

" Oh-^Ratty and Cove I Such a yreat tat, tubby boy.' 
Isn’t it loathsome of^l^ pf course he was bouhd to do 



It, you know,” she went on without the sli^test embarrass- 
ment, Boy^ alWays do wifii the ope person they oughtn’t. ‘ 
Imagine Aunt Rosapiund’s feelings ! ' I ^w it coming the 
first day I had t^ with them in the ^plendide gardens; 
he w£(S*so ab^d. Poor Aunt Rosamund was dreadfully 
upset until I told her that 'wild h6rses couldn’t drag m^ 
to marry a tqan with hands likcj^th buns.” 

“ Ttief.deu4e ! Youftdidjj’t. iay tha^"? ” 

, “ But ^ did. was so relieved, jxior dear, that 

she forgot to be angry. Sinc^ I’ve refused to see 
him at all, she is consoled and thinkr; me the nicest person 
in the world. Which I am,” ghe added blandly, looking up 
^’th a smile from her \'ork of scratching some pioss off 
a stone with her hat-pirt. “ She wrote mj gran/lfather 
that I^was much improved. I wonder what^she would 
have said if I had. appreciated Ratty’s charms ! ” 

” Probably that yqu were a designing httle wretch. * Pam, 
have they said anything lAorc about Ravdglia ? 

“ Said anything ? Wefi,*f should rather thiijk^they had. 
I had a long lettes from my grandfather the other day, 
fffging me tb ‘ dri)p her.’ ‘Imagine me dropping Gemma 
Ravaglia ! ” ■ 

“ There’s sornetmng m it, thougti, my good child.” 

“ Oh, come now ; you too ! That would be too much. 
Youjeno^ that she is thp greatest genius of the century, 
and that I adore h'T.” , 

“_l know. At the same time, if you were my 
daughter . 

Pam‘ rose and picked* up her h;it. " Which, thank 
heaven,* I am not. Let’s ,go, shall we ? We are dining 
v.ith you, aren’t we ? ” 

” Yes.” Burkg, pid no morb, lor lie had no wish to 
make himself so disagreeable thpt he would be expelled from 
the undiscovered tcountry^ just ivithin wfipse boundary he 
had to-day penetrated. They walked home rather silently 
and as she gave him her h?nd at the garden-door, the 
young girl said suddenly, ‘‘Thanks for not bothering me 
about tlwt. Jt would have been no use, for only.one thing 
•would ever make me give her up.’ 

" And. that one thihg ? ” 
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. " That— she Aould gi^ me up, and she won’t 
• up, for she is foM of me ; I amuse her.” i ‘ 

All right, I’ll not %ay any more about it I "Suppose 
you have a right to do as you like,” he ^etuAed. 

An hour or two Ihter, Burke met his guesif in thejfrface 
of the f^ino, and they walke/i together towards the table 
*he had engaged. The re^urant was very full, for Ravaglia 
was playing “'Pia,” and iS^^ason was at i^ heigl^t. 

Pam, looHha veiy^well in3*^nk Wk, darted dWay just 
as she was on tie po nt of sitting dowr/and weJtintp ttife 
corridor, Vhere shj stood talking to a tall Miortlan^^pped 
in a long fur-trimmed maiJtle. ^ 

“ Rayaglia ! ” observed Sachcjerel, rising and bowing 
to a passer- ty, who had beenjbom'in Ratcliff HighvrtlJ^ 
but was nyw dressed by Worth. “ The ^hild is mad about 
her.” 

*Sbe i^a dear, really,” Pauline added, ” and nearly, wild 
with nerves tonight. ThinJj pi beihg so cold that you 
have to wear sables in August < , 

Pam carile slowjy back as she spoke. “ hjefther, wilt’s 
the matter with Qrissima ?, She hj | beep crying, £ipd 
looks like dea^h.”* ^ , 

Pauline shgigged her shoulders. “ She is nervous, dear, 
that’s all.” 't , 

But the young girl frowned thoughlully. “ No, it isn’t 
that. She jg unhappy again, my ]x)or dearest.” 

“ feniuses are always mowly,” laughpd Burke. " Ooo I 
look at those emeralci ! That’s Fanchon — what's herTwme 
— the little woman in white, over there by ttie pill^ , And 
there by the door,^o»the left, are San Gesualdc^ and his 
wife.” They all turned looked at the two womeh and 
the man to whom their j'petaposition was so well known.' 

“ His wife does look cheery,” renr^ked Pam. “ Poor 
thing, how she must loathb hayibg him with her when she 
knows hois dyiitg to go off ard’see Fanchon 1 ” 

Burke frowned^ and then laughed. ‘‘ How do you know 
he has the honour of Madimoiselle Chore’s acquaintance, 
Miss Pamela ? ” he asked teasingly, 

“ H(j l(»uldn’t ^|ry well have gVen her those emeralds 
without knowing her, could he ? ” 
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A ^veiling clock on the table stni^Jc , , 

woman fglanc^ at it impatiently. 

“ To one other person ? To whljia ? ' 

To the rfan are going to love/' returned Ravaglia, 
wfthc% solenuity in her beautiful dee^ voice such, as Pam 
had never heard. 

To the man I am going to lo^ . 

Y^* Wlien he comes, *^11 have / right not only 
to you? future, bu^1:o etVry mom^t o^' >0^ past life. 
*rhg>f’ is^ jhe diffeVnce." She broku offj^Jier hollow eyes 
burmng widi\Mtter earnestness. r ntust send^ou away 
now. Some dLy, some one will tell you my story — my real 
one, not the one fools bcfbble about. Then you will 
''^fifdentand. Good-bye, ^am." 

Bending over ^he girl's slight figure in •its simplS gown, 
the wofiiark, who has been to this century the incarnation 
of fagedy, strangely unreal looking in her medFceva\ gbwn 
of green and gofd, di^i a str^uige thing. Sha outlined a little 
cross on the smooth yoipig brow before she kissed it. 

/ Now gfi Jiome, my child, and to bec^. Thi5 play is not 
for you. Anri — I |$ave mc^ed into the hotel, I do not 
return to the vilja. P^mis^ me not to tr^ to^see me again." 

" I promise. But oh " 

" Hush, I must go. Good-bye, Pam. Addio” 

Pam niched from the room and out into the garden by 
a sid^ door. She had f of gotten her dinner, the soimd of 
that one word " Addio " ran^*in her ears. 

Ulfder the stars she stood still, in*^a lonely alley of the 
garden.^ “ ‘ The man I am^ going to love,' she said slowly, 
aloud. ^ 
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" My dcM Pamf-I having a vile l^ut of 
aunt andxousin, natural solaces, arc away ' your friend 
and uncle, Dick Maxse, is sJhooting in S(^land, I am a 
lonely ^ed-man. Will you horned We ])arted somewhat 
uncerepionioi^ly, and s^me time h& elapsed sinat 
but my,anger nhvcf had any staying power, and I want 
yoiL So come and amuse me. Bring i^l youpbeJbngings, 
for if fou* find, as the housemaids, I beli^re, put if,*that 
the place Suits yt)U, I’d hke yea io'staji a few years with me. 

our aflec*liftnate grand^ther.” 

"A very good letter, isn’t, it?” |.<^ed ^acheverel, ^ 
Burke handed, it l?ack to him. 

“ Very. Rather ungrandfatlierly, eh ? ^ 

“ Can you imagine any one being the conventional grand- 
father to Pam ? I am hard put to it, very often, to be 
simply paternal.” The two mch, who were sitting hi the 
garden of the villa, laughed *(^er thcir1;igars. 

“ ?am certainly * utterly unhke other young ^rls, 
Sacheverel.” 

“ Very. The Yeolan'Is have always been queer, jnd then 
of course her environm<ints ha^^c helped to make her Vl^t 
she is.” 

Burke leaned back in the wicker clpir tha/t looked too 
fragile for his CTcat fram(?, and'stared up into the fresh 
green of f)ie limg-tree. " I sJ^, Sacheverel, what do you 
mean to do with her ? ” 

" Do with her ? My delr fellow, Pn} sure I ha^en'l 
the slightest idea I What would y«u advise*^? ” 

*' I mdhii she is ^own flp now, Ad men wU stxin begin 
to their place— and a big pl^ce, too, unless I aih 



fery mach mistaken— i!i her 'life. Do you want her to 
Biarry ? ” ' f 

Sacha^rel smiled, his wfiite teeti flashing behind his 
dark lips. 

“.Now, Burw^ nMy ! The thermometer must be twenty 
in thtf^hade, and I had a late luncheon, and you ask me 
questions like that. Let's discuss ^ome simpler question. 
— French poVtics, for instanced^ 

Burfwej watfiiing him^ sudd^er^y felt what ti e charm 
n^ust.be to Pau%e’’Veoland. It Ify, not in what he 
said,<«t^»4/ie wa*y he said it. Inndte^gmety oj, heart is 
such a rare thin^ and here it combined with a buoyant 
irresponsibility, strong passions, and a sort of careless 
twihfulness that bubbled- up of itself in the wateit of his 
nature.* 

Pauliqp, in her "unmorality, her graceful frivoiity, would 
have been bored by a man whose qualities were built^pn 
prindl^es ; hurt and wopnded by one who was fiise or 
harsh, antagonised by one '?^io strived for the virtues she 
did not possess. ' , o 

Sdcheverel,' as absolutely natural in liis good as in his 
ba'd qualities, tvas {Jryb^bly the one man in the world into 
whose nature hev own '■could- have fitted as does a key in 
a well-oiled lock ; and Burke, who was himself a much 
stronger man, for either good or evil, than his host, and 
who had sometimes wondered what lay in Sacheverel which 
so held the beautiful^ rather rilly woman, suGdenly knew 
by a^; 5 hock of intuition, as Sachcvcrc| gaily expressed his 
unconcern resj.ecting the future of his daijghter, what it 
was. 

You ' are a careless beggar,’’ the Australian growled, 
lighting a fresh cigar at the stump of his old one. “ She’s 
your child, after all.” 

" Of course she is, bless her, and an enchanting young 
person too. But what’s the use, my dear fellow, of laying 
a lot of plans for her which she’d be suife to demolish if 
only out of devilment, the minute she ran up against ’em ? ” 

, “ Pm not asking you to make plans actively, I merely 

wondered .whether you lUid Pauljne wish her to marry .or 
to- -go into a convent.” 
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• “Pam In a convent 1 She set them all by theJ 

leajb?’' returne<i\Sacheverel wth a chuckle. "And— < 
marry? Oh yes,.! daresay she’U marr^ yme ‘day. I 
wish you were ten years younger, Burk^" 

Burke^started. “J I She wouldn’t lodk a/ me ” 

" Probably not. 1 she would, though. Snh is 
going to*need a master, for sh^ is very headstrong. Good 
Lord ! how she went on a^ut Gemma Ravacflia 1 I swear 
I fought s^Kd |e ill, poor Ii'jik monkey.” 

j>j <l6cer4 of Ki^vaglia, thijugh. } wondetwhy she. 
did it ? ” * 

Sacheverei nesiiaiea^ • i jon’t know, mfcd you, but I 
have an idea Lord Yeoland putt her up to it. 

" Lord* Yeoland I Does she kno‘^ hjm ? ” 

" Doea she i» % ^petted pajJa-in-law a la main Pau^ 
toiOTO, orhSs known, every one worth his notice Jor the 
lastA^ cwitury. She told me years sflgo that she used 
to see a g(yd de^ of him at one tyne. , Poor soul, sh'eVas 
very tnuch cut up about giv.^if, up Pam. Adoration is 
very pleasant, and my young lady g!v^ it with both hands. 

The two men smbked in silence for 4 few nfinutes, eath 
of them occupied ’jrith his owifthoi^gh^^ ‘ • 

It was a vety warm day in* earl; September, but the 
little garden wife pleasant, and a bird sang in a tree. 

After a while Burke said slowly, " You think she’ll go 
to England ? ” , .6 

Oh, yes, dt course she wil^ The o]d man is very lond 
of hen this is the sespnd letter he has s?nt since sheipok 
french leave. The other ono was to Pauline, and we 
didn t mention it to Pap, as wenvanted her to go on with 
that winter in Rome. I kubwiyau 
think me a heathen CHlnee fof refusing to map out hlr 
future life, but you see for ?he present slw*will be at Yeoland 
M then, well, she quite intinds dtiog that mapping herself. 
She’s harcUieaded.” 

“ She’s mso hot-blooded.” 

Sacheverei stared. “ You think so? Well, no doubt' 
she IS. I hope so. I’m sure. Most people* have MaWn’s* 
rood m tiijir veins. nowadays.” 5 * , 

Burk^ laughed. « Well, sfc hasn’t. And I hope to God 
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'she wID fall in love, when the time comes, with some decent 
^hlhw, thr doesn%—. Here s&S is, be added 
bastilf. f 

Pam, commg ^ of the dining-room window in a scant 
wfiijfe frock, fr.un-bonnet on, and Calilfan tucked under her 
arm, looked childish enough to i,ake Burke feel rather 
sacriligious. ^ * j 

“^n sdjr, la compagnie?’ she crie^ as she joined 
them. '’"I can’t slwKe haj^^with you unfil'x^ve put down 
'the^j^xtmd Caff^ How" are you ?■•' Th^^ chocolates are 
a gooQ-bye^eifering from the unfortuiate Fat Boy. His 
mamma allowed him to serd thefh on condition of not 
coming to say good-t^ve, I suppose. Won’t she shriek 
' ^iih ijoy when she arriv,es at Monk’s Yeoland, and finds 
me and PUly njcely installed there ?” * ^ ' 

Opening, the box she offered of its contents to the two 
mepyand the® poked about in it with a pointed fo^e-fiiger 
until she had found exa> t|j^_what she herself wanted. 

" If I have a weaknesr, vhich I trust you are both too 
polite to admit, it is for pistachio and chocolate. Cal 
prefers noisette, dqi^t you, ^you beauty?” 

Since Burke’s teKing her that Cahb^n looked hke her, 
she had taken great '^pleasure in pointing out that small 
beast’s good looks on every occasion. 

” Well,” she went on briskly, as the two men did not 
speak, but watched her 'with lazy enjoyment, “ what do 
you think of my ^un-bonneCV I made it myself. If you 
look closely you will see that it is adorned with much gore 
— my poor finger is laceAled — but I think the bonnet 
rather fharming.” 

‘^Tiiking off the quaint little hea(J-dress she put it on the 
monkey, and tied the strings in a neat bow under his chin. 

" Ot^rve the sw.;etness of that / ” she exclaimed, turning 
the little creature around. “ fen’t he lovely ? Just look 
how it increases his beauty ! ” 

But Caliban, springing from her knees, ran to what he 
cZOiKidered a safp distance, ahd began clawing frantically 
at the offendu^g articl^ and using language in his shrillest 
voice. Pam llew after him, and when he huilied away 
from her, still chattering profanely, a mad chas.3 began 
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imtnd and romd^ the Utde enclosure, in which the gtl^ 
i&^th as much excitement as tAe monkey ^and with ^ little^ 
thought of persond dignity. At length she lomered him 
behind a thicket of xose-trees, and calling B^rke to block 
one exit* crept in o\lr the thick grass, on alV lours. , * 

\ After la violent scu^ and burst of breathless laughter 
she emerged, a long scrattih jn her cheek, one of her plaits 
hanging loo?^a|id a green si’ip on h^r frock. * 

“ He’s bitten k great hole iil it,” site Mid to tJurice, as 
he took yie quiVerin^ Caliban, ind shf gatherifi ilt^he/ 
hair, “ and he triecf t(\ bite me, the little d^.uon. There’s 
gratitude for you I ” 

" He has palpitation of the hfftrt, though, poor lit^ 
beggar k” 

‘•Ohiii . 


I^opping her hair and the corpus deligti, she»raif to him 
and laid an anxious hand on the ntonkey’s qmall breait, 

" He has. Hbw it beats ! ®h/Mr.*Burke, do you think ' 
he’ll die ? ”, Her big eyes, pAsftiyely tragic, were raised 
to his. • 


“ No,” he retupied a little unsteaoiiy, < people — tnat 
is, monkeys— don’t die from 0 . pdpAatiqn of the heart. 
Mine, for instance, is puiViping like the devil,' this very 
moment.” * 

“ Yours ? But you didn’t rup. Oh I wish > could see 
whether he is^ale or not,” shiiadded, turning to the mdnkey 
agaim 

“ Damn the ^rute ! ” ejaculated Burke rpughly, ** you 
care more for him thun you do fijr me.” 

Her hand, still on tlft monkey’s heaving little chest 
turned again to the man* a slighc frown drawing her strongly 
marked brows together. »He was breathing hard, and his 
red-brown eyes looked steady iqto heft. * 

“ You know \yhat I mean ? ’’ ;he'said at length abruptly. 

A littlifimile stirred her lips and the frown disappeared. 
“ Yes, I know," she returned, as’ frank as he. 

“ And it amuses you I ” 

“ No. , I don’t^ want to give jlou pa]p4ution8 ui me 
he«irt, Aut do yoi> really’ mean it ? Because il you (^o, 
I mustTje grown-up I ’’ 
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He b^t out laughing, ag he had laughed long ago in ^ 
Casine gardep. * 

Well, am I not ? she persisted. “ If I weren’t, you 
wouldn’t loci, at*xne like that.” ^ 

''^t that brute, have youj,” Sacheverel came 
sauntering towards them SiS he spoke, his hanofe in hiS 
pockets, c 

‘'Ves,” cSUed B^^e, acJjJThg under hi4.bpCath to Pam, 
Of <cou^ you are, and ;^ou know if” 
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Ten days later Pam and Pilgrim were once more driven 
up the avenue at Monks’ Yeolanft. ,The young girl 
very eract, hur hantjs folded in'* her lap, her quick eyes 
darting on all sides through the trees. of the 

parki . 

" Glafl tp come back, Pilly ? " 

Pilgrim sighed. “ I’m gIau,‘*S^fi yet at the same time 
I’m sorry, ,Miss Pam, which takes^the satisfaction out of 
things, somehow. I’d much rather be all glad or all sony.” 

“ Life isn’t so simple as that," ^rc^hmed^Pam sagely, 
"and for my part, I am glad it <isn’t!* I rather enjoy small 
puzzlements, vOu know.” , 

“ Them as ’as small puzzlements doesn’t always escape 
big ones, Miss Pam." , , 

“ Some do. ’*1, for instanco| It all <jcpends on whether 
one really knows whaj one wants, Pilly, 'and then fon^g 
straight ahead tQward that one. thing." 

The girl frowned ns she spoke, the frown of jiental 
intentness. It seemed more a, withdrawing of hfer "vyw 
under her brows than a nlovemeftt of the brows themselv^. 

Pilgrim shook her head. * Life was all Complications and 
inner conflict to her, and she had«gij}wii much older in the 
last few years. , , t ‘ 

" There Is always h’obstacles. Miss Pam.” 

Pam gave a sudden short Uugh* of anticipatory triumph, 

" And obstacles are made to be jmped bver, or at 4^1 
climt)ed oyer, you ^ear old croker; Sometimes I long 
for greai obstades jist for’ the joy of surmounting them] 
Oh, we are! _ JDear,oId hoose. And there is 
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'good old Judson at the door. ' I am glad, Pillildns, aren'i 
you?;’^ 

Pilgrim sttaightened her grim ^oonnet and sighed. M 
she had suffe^red ,ntfder the trouHes Pauline had never ever 
of)S^ed, so t!ie poor soul grieved ip. /mtidpation^of Pam's 
future ones. ^ 

Lord Yeoland was in his ro(>M, the butler told her, ov 
leaving. Pilly, in the hall, run upstai*^ 

Grandfather, lEay I cc^e in ^ " 

Xlife cO man,Svho wiS sitting in his oil-chair close to 
a bright fire, t’lmed dehg 'tedly at the sound of her vibrant 
young voice, ^iiu as she kissed him and chattered on, he 
realised how desperat^^'y bored he had been d^uing the 
s^x yiars since she hkd gene. 

How's youT/ mother ? ^ 

‘‘ Vely well, thank you ; she sent you her love." 

"'Vf'm / And— your father ? " 

" Father is well, too. ^ Xki^y always are, you know. He's 
growing a little bald, if Such a joke I " 

<The old' man, wbo looked fresh and rosy in* spite of his 
gout, looked fat her slily. , 

" And we have grown up ! Our hair is braided around 
our head, our skirts are long, and we have a figure I To 
say nothing of a lover." 

Pam started, a quick blush dying her face. " Oh — you 
mean Ratty I Can you imagine any one bei> g so idiotic ? " 
"Also, we laugh at the unfortunate who ventives to 
love, and nqt to please us. My dear, you are definitely 
and iijrevocably a woman." 

^^e ’aughed. " Yes, i am neurly seventeen, an aged 
female. Do you think me impro’f^ed ? I mean, in lool«." 

Lord Yeoland studied her faqe for a moment with much 
solemnity. " Yorf.are still plai^n," he said at last, " but not 
quite so plain as formerly. And — I am very glad to have 
you back, my dear." 

" I am glad, too, G. F/" 

' indeed,^ the you ig girl was gladder than she could 
quite exj)laiq, even to herself, to be again with the old 
man, with whom she felt a strong s^nse of (iamaraderie. 
He, for his part, looljed back, as the days flew palt, at the 
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few years, with a sort of amused admiration for his^ 
own impatience irP enduring their dubiess. , Rosamand and* 
her children as metl du^jfur, with Dick Maxse»and an'occa- 
sional visit as an entr^— it was as ineJcl^arating to look 
back on it as had io exist through. . ^ ’ 

V And Pam, spicy Utw bontu bouche, he had, curiously 
OTOUgh, ‘asked for bul\ once. Pauline’s reasons for 
preferring n(^ tc let the cfiiJfl return to Engl-dld, on Jhat 
one occasion; haJ seemed lo hi n too fexid to be pibtested 
against, and too annoy.iig for hirJ to whih a ren^itiery of* 
their expression 1 > 

Dick Maxse had given hiff* a' good dRXof trouble, by 
going in^or company- promoting, >nd one or two of his 
performances in that line had ciyaged the old man,fls^o 
one'had lvey£en him cnn^ed. During a period of eighteen 
months ^Ke culprit had been forbiddcn__to introduce his 
now feddedng nose into the precincts ol'Mcnks’ Yecl^d, 
and duririjg that.*time poor Ro.^^nd‘s aspect of patient 
woe had nearly driven her father nmd. 

On the w8ole, as, he now enjoyed Pern’s prince, Lofd 
Yeoland wondered how the dguce he, had Jxsen able to 
exist so long wi^hodt it. 

“The fun, hcjwever,” the wicked old man thought with 
a merry rub «of his small dry hands, “ the real fun will 
begin when Ratty comes down ; and it will go on increasing, 
unless I am, which would be very’singular, quite out o? my 
reckoiyng, every day she gi^s older. , She is going to 
be a woman with whdm all sorts of men will fall in tove. 
And I shall man'y her to some one of the sighing brigade, 
by Jove ! ’’ ' 

This idea gradually toox possession ol him, as IvJS 
perhaps not unnatural. , 

He was piowerful enough socially to sure* that many 
a man who fell under the ^arrn pf* Pam’s rather unusud 
personalitji would, not hesitate to' marry her, as his grand- 
daughter. It had amused him, ia the old days when Pam . 
had been at Monies’ Yeolani as J child,, to present I^ei» 
as occasion arose, to his various ndighbours',^ as “ Pjflhela 
Yeoland. ic/y grandc^i^hter.’’ The receptio’n of 'this bit 
of in^n^tion had varied in detail, ^ when Lady Oxton- 
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^Sm3rthe had raised her paintfed eye-orows, or whe 
maliqjpfts dowager who w& visiting in the neighbonrl 
murmured sdmething about not l^^ng* known that I 
T^eoland had a £#if. The only person who had refuse 
acknowledge Sam was the wife of ih| old man’s 4 ieir, 
Mrs. Fred Yeoland was unpopular enough to ^ake 
act very unfavourably commei^lcd on by every one 
heaid jf it* So on the whgj^' Pam had beei^ccepted 
,her gra^^ather w9S enmhlitically the grffitest man oi 
:o*nty, ^ar the Jjarquisiof Budcoalbe, a 4 dndly old gei 
nan who collfcted butterflies an^ beamed lifte the 
)n righteous ajra unrighteou#alike, for the excellent re 
;^at he was too deaf to be "able to hear of eittjpr vu 
)r siA. 

And now sh^had returned, and Lord am 

iiimself wfth majcing plans for that future to which 
[eltf^ strong^ her owtl exclusive right. 

One evening in Novqaher, Lord Yeoland afld Pan 
in the library listening ^nd waiting for the carriage v 
had gone fp the sfetlion to fetch Mrs.. Maxse"and Ev 
who had bette visiting in London, and whom Pam hac 
yet seen. * ^ * 

Pam sat on the club fender’,* in this case a comfor 
broad and low one covered with red leather, 'Caliban i 
lap,^ white her grandfather, temporarily pretty we^ 
neaj her, leaning back in hij arm-chair. 

“ This room,”* the old nian began, after a long^p 
diumg which he had studied her tfnoughtful face qi 
“ is a^very good background for you„my 'dear.” 

^Is *t, grandfather ? ” * 

*'“Yes. The books are, rather.' gorgeous, you see, 
the crimson of the curtains an^ the chairs is becomi 
you. So is the fife too.” 

“I love a fire. Ahdil verily believe poor old 
would die without the sight of the flames. *110 lie 
thinks how he wishes (he* could roll in ^e nice hot c( 
'donH you, Caji ?■” n 

fidihan turned his weird little face to her and toh 
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/'And what are you tliinking about all the timei mj 
dear ? You are ^ery thoughtffil of late/^ 

The girl looked upjat him. “You noticed? Well, 
grandfather, I suppose I might as wiil tell you. Il's 
a man.’^ * * 

\ “A jnan ? Already?” fiord Yeoland sat up and 
looked at her alertly. '%[ifot that pink and yg^ow curate, 
I hope ? '* - 

“ Mr. Mofecambe ? Oh, no.^ I^ome you neyer hear 4 
of. You^see, it% rathfirjjueor. IRp tioiiH in jj| 

love with mother.'® ^ 

“ With your mother ? I^dfdn't kno^ she ever knew 
a man l^fore Kennedy." 

V Lie;^ still, ^Caliban, stop snoring ! Oh, it^asn't 

that loQg^a^. ft was tour years ago at%Aix. One night 
at Ij^e op^ra I saw him staring at mother. Pilf^ and I 
were in^tlje stalls, and she and father wer/in a logc^ and 
he saw me watdhing, and I smtkifat him." 

“ That VQS kind of you, my^e^" 

“ And then he followed me out into^’Wie garden and asked 
me all about her."^ 

“ Good heavens, my dear, did tB^y'let you roam about 
talking to strange men ? ^Pauline ought to know better," 
commented flie old man irascibly. 

tlf^^j^ked all about her," went op the girl, withdtit noticing 
the^terruptton. “ I told. Wra who she was, and who 
fathes was, and theij the next day father found tljpt he 
was an old friend ; they used .tp live in the iame house in 
London, 3iears ago. • So, of course, he — the man, I mean, 
used to come a lot to See us. ^He was very much iiWove 
with mother." • • ^ 

She paused, and sat tl^ughtfully staring at the carpet 
until he recalled her with aicurt “ Go oif ! " * 

“ Oh, yes. \yeU, he's alw^y^ t)een a great friend of 
ours, eveF^ since, and I had a letter from him yester- 
day." 

“ Still in love wiin your moiner iv 

“ Oh no. That's just It ; Jhe pctor thing is in love with 
me now. , 

" Is 1 ^, indeed ? Has he^told yo»\ so ? " 
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dally sensitive, is still, under either category, subject to 
liloitatioils. 

Ratt^s limifation was the hint offeubat-pm. 

“ Very well, Pai%’*he said, blowing Lis nose with dignity, 
" ni go away. going back to dx^rd in a few days, 
and until I do go, I’ll not bother you4is you call it, but the 
time may come, my dear girl, wl^ you will realfee that* 
the ofier of d^rriage from a — a\nan of my position is not 
to be scofp^ by a girl— ii^ jipurs.” 

*Thfn*he^ent, lAying h^ to pull yut his/arrow ana look 
at it. 

“ Horrid little BflfLe," she'exclaimed aloud, as she leaned 
over the parapet, and watched 4iis retreating figure through 
tte Tie«6. “ A man ' in tis posjtion, indeed ! Thank 
goodness he’s goijg away. And wuat a fuss^tjii^v all do 
make about .mam^e. Even dear old G. F. thinCs he’s 
going Jo cook u^ a nice little matrimonial schenfe ffiir 8ie. 
If they only knew ! ” *■ ‘ 

She leaned against th^;foagh grey stone parapet, over 
whic^, she co^d just 3fe a slim little figitre in a'rcd jersey 
and Tam looking •thoughtijilly down into the wintry 
leaves of the oajj in*t^ Refectory, her’ he^d making a 
pretty enough picture to a man 'who had ju%t entered the 
ruin and sto^ looking up at her. 

“Paml”» 

Mf. Burke ! ” 

Burke, looking biggtr than tver in his long rough gfeat 
coat, tdok off h^ hat, and stoojl barehelided as they talked. 

“ Why didn’t you answer ray letter ^ ” * 

“ I nothing to say t6 it.” 

“ i told you I was coming” 

“ And you have porae. How you like liirctiraere ? 
I hear the lastcnan Icit because thecliimneys all smoked so.” 

“ Hang the chimneys. ‘ Pam, coming u^,”' 

” All right, only go slow : the stairs are bid, aiifi Ratty 
dia,s already been up and ^wn them once.’’ 

Cufke, as he esnergedj on the platform, answered her 
observafion wil^ a great nervous laugh, adding, “ You 
are ^e rudest little beggar I ” 

“ Yes, am I not ? IJow are you ? " 
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S|ie gave him her hand in its slmbby dogskin glove with 
cajTeless good nature, and then ^ent on conversationally, < 
“ Sorry I caa-^ yopm chair and some tea/' 

** I don't want tea. Mt are you going^o stay here long ?*’ 
** I don't know. do you ask ? " 

, ** Because if you are, Fam goigg to offer yon a seat." 

She stired. “ What dg you mean ? " 

" I know what I meaii,^V he returned w^^ an aij of 
mystery, and an effort to overccgne hA visible nerYdusness. 

"Then suppose you +^11 me, my good|man, 
every intefttion of stayin^licre sev^al hours?' 

" You have ! You cfon't fincyit rathA ^.nilly ? " 

. " Balm^. I spend all my evenings here for preference." 
She lauded, enjoying te^si^hijji, as she spoke, tgjt^ier 
laugliter ceasjjA sixldenly*d3^, without a word, be stooped, 
caught Her up, and with great gentleness ^t her down on 
the pRrapet^over which she had ju^ been abk to see v^jien 
standing. 

"Oh I How strong you are - 

He stood iWth hi^ arms still aroun^^Jier, his* face close 
to her clasped hands. " Ydl, ^am st^o^g. ^ow do you 
like your perch^ you little titmoyse, yot! ? '' 

" I'm not a t^mouse, yon *old— mastodon. You needn't 
hold me. I'll not fall off." • 

He did not move. " What if I should holi you out 
there, over the^dge, and tti^i dfop you ? " 

" If ^ou did, I should fall. •And tlitn^how sorry you'd 
be when you heard m5 squashipg on the stones." * 

He started baCk, still holding her, and the colour left 
his face. " You httle*ghoul. Dcii’t say such thing^S^Tell 
me, Pam, are you glad to jK^e me / " 

Pam was small, but she had never ii^ her life realised 
that she was so until this ^cat rough man had swung her 
up to her perclf there on the to^gr^and stood before her. 
Suddenly ^ said, " Take me down, please." 

He oteyed, holding her foj* a mlment in the air, anc 
then very tenderly, setting her down on the rough stoge 
platform. ^ 

" How Big you tre I " she said slowly, looking up a| 

* him, " how little i am. 1 am glad I am little." 



120 


PAM 


« 

" Why ? ” he asked with curiosity. 

“ pe<iause, sone day, I love sonlfe man, I want hifn 
to be able to\arry me as you did.T . 

Burke drew a^Sep breath and walked abruptly to the 
other side of ^he platform. He that she" was too 
young to be made love t», but she was making things 
hard for him. * 

And^as went, she rememrered what she had herself 
forgott^»«jor the fncfment^in the thought thht had come 
to«hA the if<an whose existence Mudame Ravaglia's 
words had made ^er a\we, the ipan- she was^some day 
^i^-4ove. ' 

, She remembered tha*L‘ Burke loved her, and thought that 
sbf^ad hurt him. It waskan enisode that had no precedent; 
she enjoyed hiyling the obnoxT<51Ss Ratty, she liked 
Burke knd as ye,t no curiosity had come to her a^bout the 
depih and exeipt nature of his feelings. t 

** Shall we go in some tea ? '' she began a little 

uncertainly ; it must oe time.'^ 

A mostecxcelleirt idea. I was as a matter of fact on 
my way to eall ^your frafidfather. I have something 
for him.’^ * ^ 

For my grandfather ? Wfi&t, I wonde^* ? '' 

‘‘ A photograph of your mother, '' he returned as they 
went do^\^l the winding stair. “It was taken just before 
I left Paris, and she sent a c^py to him.” 

“ Oh I What go^)m did slie have on ? And who (Jid her 
hair ? I do hope not that horrid ‘ Charles ; ' he makes all 
the heqds on earth look identically alike^ ” 

“ those things you'll have to decide for yourself, 
ny dear child. It’s a low gown, and her hair looks much 
IS usual, that’s all I know.” 

Lord Yeoland, ^rhom they found alone in the library, 
vas very gracious to Buj^ce, and accepted fee photograph 
vith great pleasure, & ’ ' i 

“ An excellent picture— remarkably like her. She has 
ihonged very little sinie — since I saw her,” he said putting 
lis pine? -ne^ back into its case. “ What are ypu looking 
or, Pam ? ” 

Pam, who was dpwn on her hands and knees peering ‘ 
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under a great arm-chair Beyondjthe radius of the lamplight, 
.turned her face dver her shoui^r. ” Thi looking po6r 
old Cally, grandfathe^ You swore you'd look after him 
—he's so homesick y-day, poor deaf. ^ I suppose it’s his 
birthday or some c^hfr anniversary." . 

" Meaning that the little brute is in even a viler temper 
than uSual. Mr. BurlJe^ you probably have the honour 
of the creature's acquaintance, and will un^rst^d»when 
I tell you ’'and his irate mistress thaf after ly'^.^ad twice 
tried to bite mt^I had tp^send him up t# Pilgri±^' 

Pam,*tvho had aiscn, went to.thc do^ and rang. 

" You must have got on hii nervesfiiien," she retwtg^ 
rather jingraciously, “ for hh aln^st never bites. Jani^> 
fetch ijy monkey, will you ? " * 

When te^and the t)anisTied Caliban I^ad appearea, ana 
Pam ^ad dis|)ensed the former in h^r usufil Somewhat 
haphaaarfi way, she sat downtby the §fe and liitened 
gravely while her grandfather^yri his new neighbour made ^ 
conversation. • 

When at last Burke had £one, shc4tiid not 5f)eak untjj the 
old man exclaimed suddenl}^ " And ^you^vtlimk he is in 
love with you ? '^ - * 

" Yes. Dcgi’t you ? 

" I don’# know, I saw ncTthing particularly decisive 
I must say." ^ 

“ Oh, he's^not an idiot, ^ou know. But isn’t it a pity 
he should waste his time on me # 

" Why must it necessarily, lx; waste of tirjie ? Ho seems 
a very good soft oilman, my dear." . 

Pam nodded absenWy. “ Ort yes, only he isn'CM^ean, 
wouldn't it be excelleat, grandfather, if he should fall in 
love with Evy ? " ^ ^ 

“ Why in the name or,goodqess sh«fild hc-do that ? " 

" I don't^say that he s^oufd, only that I wish he 
would, ^e iS really grown upi you know, nearly nine- 
teen. And he * is frightfully r^h. I do like Wm^* 
much.” " * 

Lord Yeoland smiled. " Then why dou't yqu consider 
him youAelf \ 

*! O^no* I can't exact^ explaip," she returned, rising 
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aid taking np her hat andfiackef, “ but he isn’t the man 
fot me ^faU.” ^ ‘ 

“ I see. It inay be a little awkv ard then, his settling 
down here.” 

*^No. I was ^fraid of that too, iJ^til I had seen him, 
but now I know better. He<' won’t bother me yet ; he’s 
waiting until I’m older.” 

‘‘ By Jove\ Now, how in tfle Kvorld did you get hold 
of that ? ” saW *the <dd man highly aihused and 
delighted. ^ 

I don^^ know, ll^it rm>§ure it’s right, G. F., dear.” 



:ha^ter III 

And she was right, as Lord Yeoiand, yom hfc 
ground oWleutral ol^rvabon, soon admlted to himself. 

Burke was not a pailiculailjf clcvcr/r»an, but he 4^ 
a certain ^ength of his own, and lie was, as the old onlooker' 
called it, a stayer. Onc^ oyer Ijis litst nervousne 5 s,^e 
big 'Ansfraliar^ settled •uownMnto a calm that would 
have di^armeS any one not so kcen-siglj,ted as Hie two 
Yeolarids^ He did not promenade|his hoix^or his o\Jta- 
sional woes for the benefit of t%spalf public, nor did he 
bore the Monks’ Yeoiand hois^ld by over frequent 
visits. Therd was simple dignity alvnt his Vhole at^- 
tude which pleased Lord \icoljnd, jjlid tlie line 
he took toward^ tht county. 

In spite of hi^ great S12e^ 1 , tUJi.1 (U1 tlidi 

winter he followed the hounds negularly. Then, for he 
was generous, he subscribed largely to the church building 
fund, and did, fin a frank y^though unobtrusive wa/, a 
great ijeal of good to the ]xk)i* in his ileighlxiurhood. 

“ A very nice felloV, Cuniyiigham, isn’t ^he ? ” Lord 
Yeoiand once refiiarked to the Rector, and that good man 
was all enthusiasm. 

Ca/alet, on the other Juaiid, ,flid not take to the new 
comer, and it gave liis employer much ;mld pleasure to 
confide in the old steward yis hopes inik Pank might one 
day become Mif. Burke. #, * 

” Indeed,tay Idtd. H’m I ” ’Cazdet, who had less hair 
and more wrinkles than of ol<J, but vhom Pam had found 
otherwise delightfully unchanged rubbed his hand ^cro>^ 
back of his head, a trick he had in momepts of slight 
embarrassilknt. , 

" Yes.f I am iiui d uuiicuiiiit&ci, <13 you know, but— 
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well, Cazalet, you are old Iriend, and I am sure youT 
interest in Pamela is almost as great ; as my own. You 
discovered h'er, you know ! ” k* 

. ** Yes, my krd. I am— A'fm'— very fond of Miss 
Pamela.'" . 

But I imaerstand from your manner mar you ao noi 
approve of,, this Mr. Burke as ^ ^ssible husband for hd* ? 
Mifid 3 }pu, it is all, of course, nleiiely conjecture on my part." 

“ It i6.^not for'*me to approve or to disapprove, your 
Itt-dshijj* 'but— A you ask me. I. don't *»mind saying that 
I do think your kand-daughter mjght look higher." 
>-i;ord Yeoland nodded, siiddenly thoughtful. " No doubt ; 
ao doubt. When all h said and done, we of cojirse know 
ao^r;g of the man, ex(L3pf^JJ\a^ he seems a good sort of 
fellow, and is gf^nerous with his mbney.'* . 

" Shfe is so vnlike most young ladies," went Qji the 
steward hesitatinglv ; \'‘she seems to me to 'be. so much 
more original-minded, i I. don't think monev could make 
her happy." 

t"NeitheV do I,' t^zalet, neither do 1. But — well, I 
confess it has lodJccd to me a good way out of what after 
all is bound to^be mere or. less of a diSJculty. What if she 
should fall in love with sortie one y/ho. -couldn* t many 
her ? I mean, because of his rank ? " 

" I know. But she certainly doesn't care a pin for this 
Mr. Burke, your lordship." , 

" Right again > And she is ‘ ower young to many ' 
as yet." , 

The steward rose. “ I have pron\ised To be at Orchard 
Fi^'iat noon, my lord,' h'?n f T should like to ask, if I 
may, whether P — , Miss Pamela has ever mentioned to 
you her views on —on marriage ? " 

" On marriageV * No, not cf late. She once told me, 
years ago, poor little tUng— " He broke off and was 
silent. ^ 

" If I might make. a suggestion, my lord, it might, I 
\unlf, be well for you to — A'm/ — ascertain her present 
opinion on the subject. I fear, indeed, I am sure that 
you will find it — unchanged."* ^ 

Lord Yeoland lapghed. He anticipated a m^jry half- 



ilcmr with Pam on that gr^t qu^on, and was not m the^ 
Ic^t disposed to take her views '^riously. • ^ 

“No use in tal^ng^^bout it, grandfather,* is there? I 
^,as you say, too yoyg really to ha^^any views at all 
pjd such matters.” ^ / * 

j| “ But you happen, at the same time, to hive such views, 
yld unl^ I am very n>jfh mistaken, you fupdamentally 
approve of marriage as ton institution ? ” 

i She hesitifted, restmg mth Jiands* lightly on vase 
he was fiUing •'vith fipwers, and look^g at'Jh^ai w^h* 
houghtfflf brows across the shining oa^ table. 

' “ As an institution ?* ThaV<t)unds mher j)olitioal,H>.qd^ 

I shy at politics, G. F., dear. • No,*l don't mean anything ^ 
about institutions. My point p(|Vic\^ locA:s towarjjl^^n- 
stitutions ; airy^as yotTinsisf on my tellyig you, I don't 
mind seating that my own consjtitution too^dehcate to 
stancf suph ^olid diet as matriinoni. It is tp some people, 
and I am one of them, as indigestjt^p as told plum pudding.” 

Encouraged by his look of police interest she went on 
slowly, but \^th a flash of ddight in lu^r eyes, “T may c\jen 
say, that to my ignorance, frat^ost hoJy state seems like 
a plum puddipg. ^On the day^whiij ft is ^served up hot, 
burning merril}^ and deckd? with holly, it seems harmless 
enough, and « even to be recommended. But, alas, the 
next day, you yourself will admit that the flarac and the 
heat are gone,'jand only th^^^sogg^ indigcstibility rcmlins. 
That J[ find rather a knock-down aigumcnt,” she added 
with a brilUant smile* “ don’t^you ? ” ^ 

“Excellent. Mos^ florid and cflcctive, my dpar, but 
— ^however, as we agrea^ you arJ rather young yet,‘^ we 
will wait for a few years* before/your opinion is considered 
final. Also,” he added slilv, “ until tly right man happens 
to be waiting for your answer to his — • 

“ ‘ Will yo^ won't you, will^yoif, won’t you, will you 
join the dailce ? ^” she quoted.' “ ^cry well, let's wait, by 
all means. Only ^on't thin^ me such an idiot as not to 
want Evy, for instance, to enter into those sacred bon^.'J^ 

“ Ah t You think Evy adapted to chains ? ” 

Pam litlghed. ^^Imagine the joy of the chains, qn 
sinking<p)mfortably for life o^ her nic^ smooth wrists ! ” 
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Lord Yeoland did not p|jsue flie subject any further. . 
One morning cin late F^ruary, whil^the ladies of the 
household sat grouped about one|«f tfiose splendid fir^ 
^hich are the BrjtOTi’s natural deface against the unkind- 
ness of his native climate, Lord M^and came suddenly 
into the room, propelling his^hair witn a grand indifferent 
to fumitur^Jthat b^poke great e^fitement. “ Th5 Duchra 
is comjng, fam!” he cried,*waving a scrap of orang, 
jpaper tow^ds hbr,* “ Blpss uer heart, shVs actualti 
coming ^ 

Mrs. Maxsc lodged up in mild^ winder. “"Dear me,' 
t?.thSr I* You mean Cousifr Gliza Wight ? What can be 
bri^ng her down her^now*?” , 

‘^he joys bi ffiy (Rosamund • isq’t that 

enough ? ” „ * ' , ^ 

He sftcrfed himself ski’^ully into the nook by W fire 
ma(!e for him^y Evelyit, and read the telegram* aleum 
" ‘ If convenient-^Henrlotta I— to-day Monday— Eliza 
Wight.’ Really I am (jHighted.” 

t Eliza \V,'ght ap^ars to 1^ of an economical turn of 
mind,” observed ‘Pejn, do'jig wmething very insinuating 
to the fire witfe thb f«oker„ ” I suppoie she means that 
she will stay until Monday ? ^ ' 

” Yes. She is rather economical — an unfoi tunate virtue 
in an otherwise charmingly faulty nature. Evy, my dear, 
justi go and tell Mrs. Bean, ey'l you ? ThL blue room for 
Eliza^ I think, ebf Rosamund ? ” 

Evelyn, who was used to .having tV errands fall to her 
share, ^ose obediently and left the rqpm. She was a tall, 
ratlv^r solidly built girl, just turned eighteen, with a sweet, 
somewhat stupid, face, and beautiful soft hair the colour 
of fresh country bu‘ter., 

" Who is Henrietv« ^ grandfather ? ” Pam^asked, turning 
her back to the fire and .indulgently scratcuing Caliban’s 
drowsy head. ' 

. “ The Lady Henrietta Shaip^din, my dear ; her daughter 
my g^-daughter, and one of the handsomest women in 
England, which is saying a great deal.” 

< “ Oh, yes ; enough for any cne, I should say^'’ 
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A aUence feD on the liftle gt^ap, as each membtt of H 
(^mfortably pursijed his or her own thoughts. 

Rosamund Maxse, ar usual, was thinking df her trouble- 
some husband, of whom she had hearii nothing for nearly 
a month. He was_§upposed to be on the Riviera getting 
rid of a rough he had contr^Icted in the autumn, but she 
#33 worHed about him,''apd her plain, kindly^face looked 
worn and anxious. 

Pam was 'thinking aboiA Bu^ke, who had been tway for 
a month on the Sontinent and in Londo< and Cris^iaig that’ 
he wouKl'come back. , He had not said a word to her of 
his love, but its presence leiJtCan agr^able excitemtSit.tp 
the comfortable dulness of hftr life*, and she had begun to, 
experience ai^ uneasy delight ip tormenting him. U vfeuld, 
she felt, be viiry good^that drowsy day, tp have some one 
to torment. 

And Lord Yeoland, his smooth- '.haven litHc countenance 
full of the pleasant light of pleasmt thought, was as silent 
as either of the two women. All^^^rts of vague possibilities 
began to form themselves to his min^ in coohection v(ith 
the Duchess’s visit. Pam iadJong since bocome the very 
centre of his life ;> with every bou^of the .last months the 
two had growl closer to' ^ch other. It was a curious 
alhance ; thiffc were no demonstrations on either side ; she 
had not kissed him since the day of her arrival, she had 
never once s'jroked his hair as Evelyn sometimes did ; 
they .disagreed, argued, laughed, at edcL other. But they 
were friends with a friendship which had pothing to do 
ivith relationship or^duty ; with a friendship which sprang 
straight from the two souls in scknc ways so curiorsly plike 
though the one was so old and the other so young. 

And gradually, in Lord Yeoland’s mnd the thought of 
the girl’s future grew to lie the pai^midunt one. He had 
long since de^ed to leave her peromfortable fortune ; now 
he b^an di chafe at the social limitations that confronted 
him in his dreamy for her. ,But for that little ceremc^ 
which had not taken place between her- mother apd Iltf 
father, sIm would shortly have been a match for the best 
in the la^flL Now,, even with his great influence to back 
her, .she would have to put^ up witl^ something less than 



128 


PAM 


fee best. Unless— ana old Head reared itself at tjie 

tfcougjit-i-one of JJie best OTould so love her that he should 
not care aboht that neglected cer^pmony. He himself, 
surely of the besV*^vould not hav^ ^hesitated one second, 
and surely there must still "be meiv of the same. metal ? 
He had thought's© long on tt'e subjecf'lhat he had become 
confused ancj involved, and the kpifvvledge that thd^Duchess 
of Wight w^.coming was like a of light in a black night. 

Eliza, if she could bb induced tb take an inteiest in Pam, 
Wold le.tfi'e mo^ convincing sponsor in *he world for the 
girl. Her Grace, who in spite’ of several ancieiji. pecca- 
dillo®, had somehcAv managoJ to keep well on the sunny 
♦'jside of Royal favour, had indeed, been one of the very 
har(^t,on Paulkie, 4nd ^)ij^e he„ knew, had, on meeting 
the blissful sinner in the Vatican Gallery, fiiven her the 
most prdnounceo. snub possible. '*“ 

!^nd she h«id the faae to pretend,” her Grace Jjad told 
Lord Yeoland, “ not* to sep^mc ! ” » 

“ Nonsense. You kn^ us well as I that none of us 
ev^ pretend,!’ ^ , 

“ The rest of y<»ti, I adijiit it is the one good quality 
of your race.” ^ * o • ■ 

“ It isn’t a virtue, Eliza ; it's indolence, or indifference. 
Few things seem to us worth while doing at all, and none 
worth pretending ! ” 

“ But if something does' prep-'nt itself to pu in the light 
of worth-whileness,”" retorted the old woman, grimly 
humorous, ” nothing on this jide the grave can stop you.” 

She herself not being famed for possessing the most 
tractable of dispositions, Lord Yeoland, sitting now by the 
fire, against which Pam’S regular young profile stood 
out in strong relief, ^ndered all these things. The great 
lady who might, X • . ^e chose, ^smooth his darling’s path 
to greatness, might, prpjaded the two sc^ng natures 
clashed, block that sanTi way with the greatest' <^ase. The 
essential thing, therefore, wa^to avoid ^ clash, and then 
to coa^ into existence a mutual liking that had no particular 
reason for being, and against which so much militated. 

<As he was in his way a wisecold m^ he dedded to' let 
matters take their course. 



CHAPTER IV 

The Dute of Wight anij the Lady Hinrietfa |lJhnklbi 
arrived at six that 'afternoon, and when ' they came down- 
stairs found their host, his d^ghter and Evelyn" sitting 
together wound the freshly sd^iplieS tea-table. 

Lord Jfeol^d had ofien rlwifed undcf the conviction 
that he did sfftjiore nis daughtel" and bis elder grand- 
daugl^er. They bored him so inetpressibty that lie wijuld 
have taken a wicked satisfaction tn fhe kithwledge ‘that 
they found him 'as irksome as k found them ; but, as a 
matter of faot, they both enjo^eef^is society, and it being 
their well-meant habit to tel^ him so, he. chaftd helplessly. 
So, as he waited for his gitefc> to repait the damages of 
their journey, ‘^tinfi had draggid, iii.d* when the Duchess 
came down, hia^joy had ah'extra keenness. 

“ Well, Osfvald, how are you t It’s |ery good of you 
to let us blow in in this casual, way ! llow db you^do, 
Rosamund ; all', Evelyn, hdf/, pretty you have grown, my 
dear.’’ 

Her Grace, a t,-!!! old woman ')vith palpably dyed red hair 
and a made-up complexion, sat down by the fire and held 
up to it a remarkably srtiall foot in a red slipper. ■’ o 
“ Warmer here than iri' Derbyshire ; we’ve been freezing 
at the Danchester’s this^past wceb* Cora Danchester 
pretends to ttmik a decently wgrm/^dufe unllealthful, so 
we wore fur/i!^ to dinner. your gout ? ” 

"Infemtil. I’m getting an old” man now,” returned 
Lord Yeoland, handing her the muffins. ^ 

" You are seventy; I am sixty-four. How do ycu like 
my jiair ? " 

” Pretty red, isri’ii It ? However I like it better than 
the can^-colour it the l^st time J saw you.” 
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" 01^ yK, that was nkner oaa. runny oi us all to dyiJ 
^ul^hal^, isn’t k ? We ^ do, howeve^” 

Evelyn listened, with wonder written all over her face, 
f. fact which nekfier escap^ nor Restrained the Duchess, 
who was ^in^ on to describe the wonders worked by a 
new American dentist in Bi'^anstgn Square, in the artificial 
teeth linet*when the door ojjeuea again and hef daughter 
caihe ip. ^ - 

Lady I^enrietta was oije off those few dazzling blonde 
English Weautie^ who take tjie,. colour* out of aU other 
women, and reduce most people, oi\ first sight, to'tapturous 
silencer. '■ 

‘^[My dear,” her ho^t exdiaimed with the enthusiasm so 
charming in a mhn 0 / his agjs, “ Yc.u are lovelier th;yi ever ! ” 
“ I ^ ver 3 fc glad bou tfiink s(), Oswald,” she 

reljune'd, ‘greeKng Mri\ sMaxse and Evelyn ; “ you are 
certainly a g(»od jqdgeJ’’ * t 

She sat down and ditnk her tea with slightly bored 
composure^ while her ^otner gave vent to a little burst 
oi woe on vihe trials of beiiyg the parent hen of such a 
brilliant duckling. - -i. \ 

"Heaven kjiows J^ne'cer was vain,''was I, Oswald?” 
her Grace said plaintively, and I wculd never have 
dreamed of dyeing my hair or doing messy things to my 
pl^ old 'face. Only one can’t go about looking an absolute 
fright, can one ? And I, in any natural mouse and yellow 
tint^am, beside that wretch, ugly enough to stop ajnotor- 
car. My only consolation * is that, when she does fade, 
it’ll all go quickly, for her features ^e hot much, as you 
se«) fop yourself 1 ” t '• 

Evelyn’s horror at this xmmotherly speech was almost 
too much for her grandfather., who, after a few words of 
sympathy," chaill;^ the subject. “Who else was at 
Danchester ? ” he as^edf ., 

“ Oh, a lot of borls and some political rnwi. Cora is 
cCTOwing very keen on polities as her precious BUly grows 
up 1 « Sir John Barry was there, and Lewisham.” 

“ Nasty little Jew, Lewisham— Levisohn.” 

' “ He will get this Bill through, just 'the sanll; and' then 
there was the new ijian, the yemb^r for Radbro^e— Peele.” 
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Lord Yeoland straightAi^ ujj' suddenly. " Thellello^j 
wto was fined atter that speech in the House ? • Was Ijp 
indeed ? ” * * 

“ He was. Wasn’f he, Henny ? ” w 
“ Ye^ mamma.” ’!!ady Hlnrietta down lier cup as 
she answered. “ He is coring down hire,” her Grace 
Mjent 014 a note of i»alicious amusement in her voice. 
“ He is here this minuteV far as that is ^cemec^— at 
the Pockington’s. ComA down in the# train wit} us. It 
may interest yc^ to know,” she addeci, witlj sojnethyig 
nearly approaching a wfnk» “ that he is ^^ry much Cttracted 
by fne.” 

Lady Henrietta rose and going#^oser to tne hre stood 
with hei^ back to it, fingering a fi*c jgA'clled chai*, she* 
wore aUd sailing t^anquil^**'‘Mlhch inean^ Cousin 
C)swald\ that'Jfi.rt*eele is a frieiy^f . • 

“ Vou may be congratulated ill^n, my ^ear, for I ^ath er 
that he*is a veyy clever youn^mant I always read ^is 
speeches.” 

“Yes, he 4 s clever. But he is mi w veiy v^uuk" ; he is 
thirty- five.” 

“When is his- birthda^, dear/ •asKcu iier mother 
sweetly. * ' , “ ‘ ‘ 

“ Decemb^ 2^, mamma darlinf^” was the tranquil reply, 
and then, quite naturally, the beauty lieggcd .Evelyn to 
go and have a game of billijrds with her. A few moments 
later Rosamund, too, left tfie room,, aijd the old friends 
were hlone. ' ^ * 

“Quaint, isn’j'it?” the Duehess began, pfomptly, with 
a sigh of relief. • . 

“ What is quaint ? ” , 

“ You know. I wasn’t baiting her fy nothing, was I ? ” 

“ You mean that Pcelc wd she* — , 

“ I mean nothing whatever abdut I^eele. I don’t pretend 
to unders^d tlie workings of 'fus >nind, but I know my 
Henny I She is in love with the man, Oswald.” 

Lord Yeoland rubbed his elfm. “ Dear lye, is she mdeed^ 
He’s not a person she could possibly marry, is he ? ” 
“•T;here^» only ojie obsta<^e so far as I can see— he m^ 
not ask her.” 

o 



“ Goop heavens ! EUztf." 

' "fixartly. He's no more in love w?i her than he u 
with me. On the other hand, shccwould be very useful 
tp him.” K. t« 

“ But who is he ? I know.Ipf course^. that he is ^brilliant 
speaker, and tbit they say hd s to have an Under-Seaetary- 
ship, but-T^” c ' j 

‘“Oh^he’s not such a worm i>o:ially, as you imagine, my 
rdear Mend ! As to tha^, hf< goes everywhere. Cora 
Danchi^';ei‘ was h' pleased as punch to uave him, and he 
is going on to Levallion ! ” , r ' ‘ 

“ 1 The old man '^azed reflectively into the fire. 
“ And, she Ukes him.’‘s" ' o 

" Madl,^ in loVe wita Jaei, Osi?ald ! Between^you ^d 
me, she has bern for 'ever a year.' Sh'jj^t him on the 
Un^eville's yaoht. Hw however, appears to have seized 
the "idea of die possibility of marrying her O’^Jy quite 
lately. Queer, isn’t it, Ute whole tMug!-” 

" I shaU pe interestedCm -ieeing the man. Where is he 
stepping, did you.sky ? ” ^ ■ 

As he spoke a ^rvant* bro ght in a note. ” For Mrs. 
Maxse, my lord, froin’Wanby Hall.” ’ , 

" Oh, Oswald, read it ! It's to ask lesive to bring him 
to-night,” cried the Duchess. " I saw Sir Henry at the 
station, afad he said he was dining here.” 

” Take it to Mrs. Maxse, Isemes. She is^'in the drawing- 
room; I believe. ’ Poor Rosamund wjU be in despair,” he 
added, as tho footman left the room ; “she bustled about 
this morning to get a couple of men for you and Henrietta, 
and* this chap upsets the ‘ able agaia ! However, one of the 
girls can come down.” 

“ One of the girk ? ”4 

“Yes. Paulirie’ Slaughter le living with me now." 

The duchess’s face hasK’ened. “ I didn’Vknow -she had 
a daughter.” • ' o 

V “ Yes, you did ; I wrote you all abou$ it years ago.” • 

“ Ch, did you ? Well, I had forgotten." 

“ Don’t be nasty to her, Eliza.” 

' “ Of course I shan’t be nasty to he', 'but I gfeatly doubt 
the wisdom of having her he|ie.” - • 
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Lord Yeoland sighed. My d&a* girl, is wisdonx*to btf 
expected from mey And when I tell you -that I loveier f 
That she is the one thing on earth that amusis me ? ** 

“ I am glad of that, OsvfaM,'* retuniwi the old womap 
obstinately, “ but I^cannot f(^give Pauline." 

"No one expects 'th^, bin Pam needs^no for^veness, 
dfies she*? Mind you,” ne*added, " I'm not asjpng you to 
like her ; I may be an oldi^l, but I Imow thJt th^t wsuld 
be demanding too much \f anj^ woman in your position.. 
You two ^dll be totagonistjc in the veri^^atuA oVthinct : 
I only Want you ncit tc^be snifty with her." 

" Snifty ! A charming woAf ! " 

" Well# high-nosed, if you pfefer 

Her pracg, burst oUt b'jighi^* 
promise to do whicft is ^ raucl^ as an^ woman 

can answer for ! " 

When«he was alone, Lord YeolaS^d ^pmne^ to himstllr* 

" Rather cunflingly managed^^he said aloud. 

If the Duchess should tak^ a piking to Pa^ it would 
not only be the child's socijt salvatioA, •but Ck particulvl) 
bitter pill to Fred Yeolan-^'s korrid •htlle •wife. "Good 
old Eliza," th^old man added with anothy grin. 
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A‘few yin’iites iker^ Pam came korsting into Ijer grand- 
fathers room wet and muddy, but glcwihg with exatement. 

"Grandfather, is'’'tj true? Is Peek really dining 
‘here ^ ' 

" YeSfffiy dear. Is tiie*’/ft!ws to6 much lor,,you 
“Jamfs peek’! Oh.vG. F^, if I caiA^ him, I shall 
simj^ly die 1 ” 

■tiIA: old m^ laughecf. “ Allow me then to Scfve your 
life by suggesting that yQl^come down afteV dinner ! ’’ 

" After dinner ! I waU-^” , 

Iwrd Yeollmd jo^)ked up S>harply towards the door. 
" Who is it ? Wko^'is thete he called ; “do come in 
and stop fiddling witli^fne Itnob J ” ' ‘ 

It was Mrs. Maxse, her face wearing the'look of one in 
great affliction. “ Oh, father,” she began at once, twisting 
heriiands together nervously, " where am I to get another 
woman ? Sir Henry might *hhve known 'his extra man 
would upset us ! ’^ 

The old nmn rubbed hk’ ear thoughtfully. “ I don’t 
much mind having a man on the other side of me,” he 
ansv^reti; "it’s a smallf'dinner— bnly I won’t have any 
one who is deaf, and I won't havd Cunningham.” 

"Dear papa, yoi) know we, can’t do that! Oh, it is 
so awkward?’ \ * c 

"Well— oh yes, of (^iffie, as I told ^liza„one of the 
girls can come down ! ” • 

I’ll come, grandfather I Pam h^ risen and stood 
looking up with gleaming eyes. " I’m ’seventeen— plenty 
old enough, and you know how I want to see h^.” . 

’ “ Good 1 Then, Rosamund,*that’s softled 1 ” 

Mis. Maxse flushed. " YoCi knofv you said th^t other 
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oe when Evelyn came Adwn t;^at you wouldn’t |have 
her of the girls mtil they were older.” ' 

“ That was because Evy sat like an iihage and bdfed" 
or Garstang to death. And then Vp. Bentley-Cooke 
IS there,” he added, with ty tribute ^a chuckle to th^ 
emory of one of that livelyf)ady’s little ^tories. , “ Pam 
iU talk, ivon’t you, Paia ? ” 

" I do think it ought to Evy,” persisted ^ daughter 
ith gentle obstinacy. 

Pam turned', h^ eyes monkey-like and, lull oi tne 
isdom •f«the ageSj^to hSr aunt. “ GrawBfathci' wjjits mt, 
unt Rosamund ! ’^ * 

“ Very well, papa, as long a* youer^aily do want W.” 
The old man nodded. , 

’’Cut Slong,*my diijr, anc^makcVyourself Icwfi^ Yes, 
fosamdnd, I do m this particul^/nstancVprcJer.to have 
'am.*^ Thanks; now 1 must go{and dte^. Jenkiiw is 
miting for me.’i - * 

Pam flew to her room and wyS'wjon deep in the mysteries 
if choice b(?tween a pale It^e ct^pc ^rock tlmt had losi 
i little of its freshness but was of Pai^ian Wke, and c 
vhite silk, new, l^ut obvioAsly made 'in the country. 

No one was ever more iu{prfsed than site when, just a: 
:he had wisely decided in favour o\ tlic blue ert'Pe, Evclyi 
;ame in and declared that she wished to go loathe dinner 
nstead of her .sousin. , • 

If the proverbial worm h^d not only, turned, l)ut risen 
on its tail-tip and proceeded to strike at her with venomous 
fury, Pam could* not have bee* more taken aback. 

“ But you know ^ou hated that one dinner when Aunt 
Rosamund was ill,” spp returifed, dropjang thp’scfesors 
with which she was at work on her blu^ corsage. 

" I know I did. But I hj;c this (5nc, anS I’m going down.” 


What wilP grandfather say i” . 
Tiis wai a subterfuge, for 'raii 


This w^ a subterfuge, for 'Pail had not the slightest 
intention of giving way. ^ 

But Evelyn stood her ground stolidly. " Grandfather 
won’t care ; he only wanted you rather than me *becau8€ 
you want«d to come.” 

“.W^? IsWWttij” 
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you let me c^e i&\ead, he won’t care. Papi« 
y)u donJt mind ? ” • 

PSta clashed Ae scissors mockingly. f>‘ But I do. Now 
don’t bother me my child ; my great mind is sternly bent 
qn how to make a nigh-necketi frock into a low one, in half 
an hour’^ time.’j f l» 

“ But— Toh, Pam, please let me# You don’t kjiow hqjv 
I w^t to ettoe. I’ll do anyth jdg on earth for you, if you 
will.*^ It is a vef> serious ^att^ with me, and it is only 
curiosity on^our 4 )art.” * / ^ 

" Pam fijise suddeAly and came doSe to her, looMng in her 
whitcrunderwaist an^hort silk jfetticoat, very childish, 
but at tne same time^iange^ distinct as an individuahty. 

" Eftelyn Maxs^,” sm said stemmy, “ it’s a man.* 
EveljliTiiiiished withiieTdlees emb^assmelit. 
"Whorfshe?,^''- U •- ■~ 

“jph, Pcim, JjoW can yfu think such things ? ’t 
“ Tfow can you <foisu«h things ? ” , 

“ But I haven’t done o^^ thin§> P^- Really and truly 
I haven’t.” . / '■ t * 

“‘•Then what ha? he' done ? 

Evelyn broke down and wej5t on her judge’s still thin 
/oung shoulder. • “ has dotye. nothing he doesn’t even 
enow. And I do so want*to see him ! ” she”k)hbed. 

“ Well, tgll me who it is and I’ll see what I can do,” 
irged Pam with calm confidence 
“ It’s Mr. Morerambe.” 

At first Pam could not believe her ears, and then, ‘with 
i sudden laugh that affecticn for her cousin rendered 
ilent, she patted that weejping mai(Jen- gently on her back 
nd Bade her wipe her eyesC« 

Dearly Beloved ! ’ So* it’s him — he, I mean. And 
o you adore him ‘ i 
" I don’t adore him,' but— I wish you wouldn’t call hitn 
learly Beloved, Pam.” C ' • ‘ 

“ Don’t be crusty ; you named him yourself, and you 
now he does say it a hundred times in» every sermon, 
^ell, you may go to dinner, so stop howling ; let me look 
t your nose.” 

Oh, Pam, I may go ? And^you dofl’t mind ? 
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o J^am gave a grim smil/* “ N/t a bit ; far be ^ frot^ 
me to interfere Love’s young dreani. Whafr are yon 
going to wear ? • 

The grateful Evelyn depar^ to make herself beautiful 
for the delectation of her sc^’s Lord, amd Pam sat down 
and reviewed the ^tuation.i Of course ^e hac^ had no 
possible oaltemative. Evelyn's claim obliterate(i her own, 
but at the same time she ^d not mean to mi^'Wl the^fun, 
A few minutes later, a\ter a^ talk avitl/PilgrimiJ she left 
her room with smile otHriulnph, and^went, to see that 
Evei3m4,n^as not raining herself by an4ll-judgedfseckla^ 
or the wrong kind of Bowery ,, .0 ^ ^ 

The oply thing for which, she ^J^d particularly cared, ^ 
in connection with the dipner, was tljfo opportunity ofeeeing 
James Ptiele.'* ^AllthaautumaancfWnter shehaJr^d of the 
man afid his doings, 5nd there wa /^methi^imhiaspe^hes 
even on d%y political subjects, picturesque eqough to tl^uch 
her imagination, * I 

A picture of him, cut from i^me paper, and showing 
him in the 'act of ^peaking ,fn puOlic,,^thc forefinger of his 
right hand lightly laid on the ^alm ^of » his left in a Way 
evidently characteristic. Was pinned over her dressing- 
table, and as she sat pondenng, she rai^d her eyes to 
it. ; 

** To think that you should be dining here," she exclaimed 
aloud, " and I lot see you ! ^ ' 

The story of his outburst of speechy in the House, in 
which, in a towering indignation, he had so bluntly anaigned 
a certain great 'political light 4hat the i)ai^r^ had been ful 
of the scene and hife Tjurse shoi^tly the lighter by seyera 
thousand pounds — the f\ne he ^hijclared' himself glad to pay 
for the pleasure of having spokci^his mipd — this and other 
things about the man camciback iifeo the^^oung worshipper's 

mind. .j V 

Suddenly she sprang up and rang for Pilgrim. 

“Pilly, take this and cut^a big square out of the top, 
will you ? " she cried, as the faithful majtyr entered, aiid 
throwing the blue corsage at her. " I've got to go down 
after dinner, or I'll burst, and I wish a low gown." 

" BqJ, Mi^ Pa^,^what wjl 'is lord^p say ? " 
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c '' Ohj bother— I mean, mever mind that. Get to work, o 
theraJs a ‘dear, an^i Fll go and borrow a tfair of long gloves 
from Evelyn.'*^ ^ f* 

The dinner weijt^off rather better than most small 
dftiners in the country, for mo\t of these necessary mdls are 
not leavened by^the presence of a ducfliess, a b^uty, and 
a much of young politicjah, and its end was not 

so rapturously welcomed as usuiJ. 

The men had no'socfaer rejoined the longing women (and 
^l>*i wom^n ^ lofig for the m^n, even i^ the men be an 
unserrie^rank of Hopeless bores’ after dinner !) tftan Lord 
Yeolatid «asked LadysHenrietta to play, and she took her 
place at the piano, \jlhe was splendid that night in a 
close-fittiug, ghttfrin^ ‘ Dl^ck gown, her only jewel a big 
diainond on'iier rie:ht hWd. *And shix pkyed wonderfully 
well for a^om^'^who w^*not a musician. 

comings through the outer room, paused and swept 
a comprehensive glance* af-ross the group of presumably 
listening men and womeu? u 
I^er grandfather stpoi by '"he fire near the Duchess, 
whose rather sbabliy<velvet gown was abla2;c with jewels ; 
opposite them the I^cjtor spide^x amiably jnto space, while 
the waves of sound passed over his head wjthout touching 
him. Miss Veronica Mai^h, who really loved music and 
could not jAiy a note, listened with grieved sur])rise to th(', 
meaftingless gush of uninterrupted melody.^- 
Pam saw them all, ' She also could see the back of Sir 
Henryks head. Coming a step further she stopped suddenly. 
The man in the corner, standing with folded arms, his head 
mnkcOn his chest, was Jany^s Peele ;cslie knew him at once. 
And for several mihites stie studied him, the lithe lines of 
tiis long figure, tha brcadA of shoulder, the slimness of his 
ivell-shod feet, fYc close ^jropped? dark head. It was as if 
le had put himself jpsP tpere, with nothing 4yetween him 
md her, that she might inspect him. ^ 

And then, as the music c^ised, he looked up and she 
;aw hisijface ; the thin, keen face with the deep-set grey 
‘yes, the big bony nose and the close-lipped rather large 
n«uth. Not a brilliant face rathe^;^ a thou^tful oUe, 
tbove all a hard one, in the sense of detOTnination.* . 
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’’ Pam did not know why her br&th caught in her throat?’ 
aa she started forward, but it was that unconsciously 'shs 


rfected fbme, the first’ will she had 
nger thA her ow^ childish one could 


recognised, in its 
ever met that was s ^ 
ever becbme. ^ f ' 

Her welcome by h^ apiused grandfather^was wihn. and 
when he 'introduced her to the Duchess, that'^eat'^ady, 
who was growing sleepy, wjfe glad of somethin;? to s^ud>^ 

“ So you are Lord Yeolr^d’slamous l?am ? ’’ she asked.. 
Am rfamous ? 


you 

“ Yes, I am Pata. 

// T r A ” t-w n 


Vei^/ Why rere,you not at dinner ? 

There was no room. Oh®I wo^di^ where Evelyn^is ? 
The Dwchess laughed, “ Site wen f to look at the orchids'^ 
— or the^OQu, with the “blonde ^r te.'" > 

Pam^s eyes dait^^<?,' ^ut slle a+ wered-graTOy, ‘*T^e 
is no -moon.*' / '' ( 

Somehow the Duchess felt heftelf full c/f the of 
human kindnesi?, and she saw tH^injultice of blaming Pam 
for that without which she cyffld ^t have been there, with 
her charming dark •eyes full4)f mischk?f,,to amuse a sleepy 
old woman. I ^ 

** My dear, ^hftn you are rldei^*^ her prace answered, 
touching the ihild’s hanfl hghtly, '' you will know that 
there are cftcumstances on which a full moon always 
shines." , ■* 

And Pam n'Sddcd, qui\?br\ng with sympathetic under- 
standing. 

"They will ^e, I think, engaged \vithin ,a week," con- 
tinued the Duchess^ " How'^old is sfie ? " 

" Eighteen. FcarfuMy younji don’t you thinji ? 

Her Grace laughed. Youh^ H#w old are*you, may 
I ask?" 

" I meant young to be cwgagea. \i am jrsy seventeen." 
She had,*?aid nothing worth-^ayiDg, but somehow she 
had won ^he ol(J woman’s hking, as Lord Yeoland saw with 
much satisfaction! • • > 

A few minutes later Sir Henry Pockiitlgton ask^ her to 
show hinj the orchids and they went into the sweet warmth 
of the gr?at conaeiyatory. t On the way they passed close 

fn X- T _ TT 
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their approach lookedVp without ceasing to speak. J[t» 
Uiu^haitpened tl\p.t Pam, whose ears were almost uncannily 
sharp where Ae was intere£^:ed, first mt Peelers eyes tt) 
the sound of his qjifet voice ^ying (felmerately, “ Love to 
ifte can never be more th^n tl at." • 

Without the (slightest change of exj^^ession he watched 
the ^4."Vs 4'^ce until she had j>as^(i, and her eye^ were as 
dogged as*hjs. t 

" Did^you hearljfim^ sh'^ asked Sir Henry. ‘ 

''No. mo? cPeele?''^* 

‘'What did he sa^? 

( “ He was making rather loud, that's all,", returned 
tl^e gif^^irily. • 



CHAPTER VI 

It was qrious Aat ^ !ime Pa^*sawi’e^e it wii ' 
in a pftition in whic^i not one woman ih ,a mUBuj ever 
sees a man— that of asking aiMther^V/hian to manymm. 

Two of three days after thh dinner the young girl cam® 
home tlyouglv the dusl^, watching tW glori^f re^ 
beanti^I late wiilteff sunset.* Tifh sky^^slre cast a ^t 
glan(^ at it on the outskirts of the par|/TOfhre*plui^ing 
into thffofiscurity of an evergreeRj)^tati(Jn, on har 
to the house, w^ a blaze of goli^nd purple clouds, and on 
coming agaiji into the open asfihe |pproached the monastery 
ruins it occurred to her tint from «t!i^ top^f the tgwer 
she would have avery good view oCthe^estem sky before 
going into th» hfise. j • » • * , 

Turning to tk right sfe Entered the Refectory and ran 
quickly up flie old stairs, whoselnequalities she knew now 
by heart, the place being a grea^ favourite of hets, and came 
out on to the ^atform. A emitting had been made through 
the trees to the west of the house, ^or^he sake o^a wild 
bit of upland ^ew, and the opening, framed in by bare 
beeches and scant-|eaved oaks, was a splendour of light 
streaked with bright (Wlour. 4 
" Like those little Tiftners towhe 
National Gallery,” the girl murmur ^ 
to the para^ by the help of of^f^g^she had once 
brought ujnor the purpose, anw s^ing down. 

She been there only a few minutes when she heard 
voices to her left, down btlow, and, turmng, saw I^dy ' 
Henrietta wrapped in glossy dark furs, totering the Refec* 
t(^ with a man whom she at once laiew, in spite of the 
dwgniidn| propqftiis of aifough greatcoat and a bowler, 
to be ^eelc. * 


it of the door in the 
to herself, climbing 
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Th^ beautiful woman WrieS her muff to her cheek ae 
jp som^ confusion, and for a momeng they were silei 
Then the maDwent on in a cjdously lo^, measured voice. 

“ So you see, Ljfdy Henrif tta, my kinbition is practical 
boundless."' j 

I se^. An(J— I believe in you, Sfe'Peele." 

Hfi^Jjose early indiffererjce* to the heinojisness & 
listening fo ^pcnversations notw intended for her ears hi 
given way under- instruction to the usual tonvention 
• '“dislike of sq doirg, drew bacl/cautiouslj with the intei 
{ion oi tfescending^from her precarious j^rch, but the ligl 
bloclrolowood, wet mih receipt rain,*slipped from under h( 

^ searching foot, and b^iced out of reach. So, as^she coul 
not gbi down v:ithout a considerable jump, and bein 
^aid of i^ing it with t;&mp boots cin the Wt stbnes, sh 
satXUill.^ ~ 

Tne two pepp^e belo\w had strolled across tht.- gje^t hal 
“*&(! stood under th^ big oak. Peele, whQ was facing th( 
unseen spectator, took oif his hat and looked round witl 
a slight frown on hi? white bK'w. 

'"‘I am glad that you do believe in me ; I wonder hov 
far that belief VoulJ go." \ 

His delicate tace, {he.g^"eat strength that was sc 
unlike the animal and vital strength of Burke's, interested 
Pam keenl^^ The power of restraint that was in it she 
saw^ and appreciated, ana as ehe watcheJ, suddenly the 
idea came to her^that that famous burst of anger in the 
House* had not taken him, as every one had supfxised, 
by storm. “Ite let himself go," she said' to herself, with 
a thfill^at feeling herself clever enoOgh to guess such a 
secret. " He did it on pAroose."^ 

Lady Henrietta Was Voicing away, and Pam had not 
heard her reply his qrWtion, ’jut he was speaking again. 

" May I puint to a tj.it " he asked quietiy^his deep-set 
eyes fixed on his conip^ion's face. 

" Yes." 

"Somgthing in the breathlessness of her answer made the 
listener's heart give a greit^ob/A it had long ago in the 
presence of Chainley Burl e^s passion for her mother. 

Quite forgetful of the expog^ire of her Sx)sition and 
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%he had no right to hear, ^am 4aned over listening with? 
all her ears. ^ * 

“ Henrietta, wiJlWu marr}\nie ? ” 

She did not an^er at onle,.and ^ went on rapidly 
but not* hurriedly. “ Of course, jnany people would think 
me very audacious you, but I am an auda^us man, 
and I want you. You kuow everj'thing the^^ tr^now 
about me — that my (athar was merely fxwCj country 
gentleman, 'whereas yours, was <he Duk 6 of Wight; that 
I am poor myseli, wKureas'yoil are rich.* Will you marg^c 
me ?• 9^ ^ 

Pam had listened to all tWs with no conscious qualms 
at all, b'it when Lady HcnrX?tta Raised her proud head 
from he^mufiLand looked up at^hini without ^v^^;M^d, tte 
young girl sucfdorJy^ihut h(‘i*cyei so tight tjt^t they hm, 
and scuffed the tijis of her dogskin fingers ^ato herVars/ 

She hjid ho right to see iuid hear’ that. * **1 ' 

That’s like* mother and hi^lieV,’^ she thought, in an 
agony of syppathy. “ She j^allv docs / ” 

After a moment that sciW'd^an.tternity^* she opened 
her eyes, and when she could Pcclc raising his 

head from his JiugC('c*s, ha^i k^s.'^'c/her, but she looked, 
Pam thought, ^sJihough yc’had Ix^cn in heaven. 

Peel’s sul)^qiient remarks w(/e uninteresting, and Pam 
began to cast about in her mjnd as to how* she should 
manage to get-hway, pro?ided Lady Henrietta contirtued 
to st^nd there with her hand*on his <\rmMn(Iefinitel>^ 

It was, however, the fiaucrc herself wjjo solved the 
question. ^ 

Let me go on ahevad, please,” she said rather tremu- 
lously. ” Mamma will deasc ift\— corfcc in aboiil: half an ' 
hour.” \ • 

Very wel^ Good-by<^ until Yhe\i.’**-^>|Ie kissed her 
gently, anc^he went out. ^ \ ^ 

Pam, viaiting^for him to take himself off likewise forgot 
that, there now bq^ng nothing to keep his eyes busy below, 
they might turn tow^^ her but so itdiappenecX Auer 
standing perfectly stil^w a ^i^painutes, a slight frown on 
his immobile face, suddenly looked up. 
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" Hil^p ! *’ answered the girl faintlj 
* "*What are^oQ doii^ here ? ” 

" Sitting down. ^ JDid yot th ink J ^as flying ? " she 
l|iughed as she anewered.^ ' v 

“ I saw you the otheii evening at I^rd Yeolarid’s,” he 
wen\on'6;tUl fr(^wning. ^ 

“ You cadet. I am Pam Yeoland — Pamela.” 

‘^And ho\^ lonyi may I ask, have you been perched up 
there?” ' ' ' , 


About Hhlf ain^ hour.” - 
HiatAown deepened, which some^iow had the Effect of 


putting her at her eas«L ‘ ' 

‘ " I c^’t helpit, I cajrt getdown. Perhaps you wouldn’ 
i^ind nelpiog me'.-’ ” she v.;ent on. 

\Not at b-'w can' I get up ? ’ ” 

“Jrhe *stairs a^e there to your left.” 


A few secoifds latef he stood beside her. " How> did you 
get up ? ” ' 

” By the block over the^e ; 'hen I tried to get down, when 


yoit came, it squeezed from under my foot, and— and there 
I was ! ” " ' 


* -vv,. , „ , - ^ 

He looked sternly at, her, ai d she ccuH see the firm 
hnes about his mouth and eyes, and dist/nguish more 
clearly thdn ever the strength of his mouth and chin. 
Evidently he regarded her ac'a naughtj/'’ child who had 
been taves-dropping. , 

And indeed, in her red cap, she looked like a 
child. 

“Whfcn we came.” he went on at length in a cold voice 
“ why didn’t you qall tc^iis ? ” 

“ I had nothing tp s^/ to you.” 

“Has notfcAt'ever ^aqght you that — and then he 
remembered that, however childish she naigWt look, she 
had certainly had on a low gown the otner evening, and 
therefore must have some olaims to being treated as a 
grown ^Jerson. 

Pam looked at him. " I did shut my_ eyes when— when 
y5u kissed her,” she said slojyly, “ r.nd I stuffed up my 
ears, too.” 
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« The frown that seemed ^ do '^uty as a signal of both 
embarrassment aAd thoughtfulness, as 4 vell as ‘for Hhe 
emotions frowns '^rdinaidy\bespeal^ darkened again. 
“ How old are youN he asked.. \ 

" I’m ’seventeen.” j 

" Well, rU help ytH down now, Miss Ye^land.’|| » 

■He put the block under, her feet, and ste^if»i it' while 
she descended. Then he said, taking off IIi;' hat, “ Good 
afternoon.”'' ^ 

“ You’ve no ripht to bo !^) — ^io disgustJng me 1 Yop- 
might ha'Je known spme one would iiear ynii,I J 

didn’t want to ! I was here ^t, tor.” . 

“That is true. You might' have warned me.” 

" Oh, jjes, st^ezed, I sapjwse ! ^ I tell you I t'jerTto gel 
down. AncTanyhgw^it didn’t' seeih to jp-itte*? ’ she addfed 
relapsjpg into sudden thoughtfulness. ^ ^ 

“ Didn’t Seem to matter ? Wha^ do you mean? ” , , 

" I mean — yoa’U glare at me if.»^ tell* you.” 

" No, I won’t. Go on.” ^ 

“ Well, it all seemed pretty mauer cf fact af first.” ^ 
Peele gave a short laugh, tbt first she had ever heard 

from him. , « 7 ' i ' ' ' 

“ Matter of far* ! You/setm toAiave had a wide expe- 
rience in such matters.” 

His laughter cost him his position, for it put'her at her 
ease, and she v.'Snt on gaily, as to heart, though solemn 
of face. “ Not very wide, bu\ still a’ little. And I, must 
say. you are a better hand as a speech or a parliamentary 
row than you are at^a proposal.” 

James Peele was usijd to a good deal of dderonce, 
and this remark from a slip •d.y a g|rl who hdd every 
reason to be thoroughly ashamed Vf herself, surprised him 
intensely. ' . A 

" What d«>you know about spwne.? and paiiiamentary 
rows ? ” h<^ retorted, looking at her with a new interest 
in his cold eyes. ’ •. 

“I read them all to my G. F.— my grandfather, you 
know. And that’s why I came down the other night, 
because I did so wanl^ to see vou." 

“ I aii» ^ttere^’ 



, " Yeu needn't be ; I as-^curious as a magpie. Well? 
^ I warf saying, jve loved your speeches !(? 

“And you ^didn’t care iof:—niy deaj'child you had no 
business to be th^d' at aU, but some f'ny you may see for 
jrouTself that a man is always at a great disadvantage on 
these oc<;^ions.V After a pause he added, with a half-smile, 

'* it L ]uuy that Lady Henrietta is not so hard to,please3a3 

Pam tore off he’r right glove and held out hef hand. 

“ It is nice of you not to gi/e me a ydgging," she cried 
imp”l*^ly. “ I am sorry, though I really couldn’t 
help . 

He took her hand and looked seriously at J^er as she 
™ker, right. ' \\^at were you going to say ? ’’ 
For she hads begun to speak and then relapsed intb' silence. 
Nothing.’''^* 

“You were.”' 

Well, I’ve changed ipy mine. 

" Come, tell me, therms a, nice child. It was about me, 

I know.” ; ^ 

I won’t t?ll ;Jov ; nlease don’t bother.” 

“ You won’t ? I 'am as ob tinate as you ! You mean 
that you won’t tell ’ 

“ Yes.” 

“ Tell ne. I really wish to know,” he urged with 
ar&used curiosity. But she shook her head. 

" I^m not gohig to tell ;* now, at least ; some day I 
may.” 

“ Very well. Only, we’ll probably neVer meet again, in 
whvih vCase — — ” 

Pam put on her gloy •. . " Le+’s go, it’s late, and,” she 
turned as she started djwn the chilly stairway, " we shall 
surely meet ^'un.’ / ^ t 

She wifcr* lAost mc^ipjrJike at that momeB*, and some- 
thing in her voice startled him. ■ 

^ “ I hope so, I am sure, but how do you know ? ” 

** “ Because I -know. We shan’t like each other par- 
ticularly, for we are both too obstinate, but we shall see 
& good deal of each other. I ^ a boo^um, and 1 
know I ” 



^ l^eele laughed, and as thd^ sep&rated, she going ^on to^ 
tte house, he tumii^g to the left for a turn under the tr^^ 
he looked after the^slim ^ttle^gure, spee<!ing through the 
dusk, with anothe\ "laugh cf amu^ment. Then his 
thoughts* returned whis own affaVs. * • 

Two da}^ later th^ Duchesi And her ^aught§r, with 
Pe^le in ^eir train, leff Monks’ Yeoland. 



CHAPTER VII 


' Lord Yf:oL\ND>was not a pioud,man,^ proud men go 
inu'ii#^? reridiiliy no stickler for title. He had, tiowever 
certain standards which he i'ad inherited ready-made iron 
lis father, and up to one- of these the Rev^end Ceci 
Jdorecambe did wot conjf , so that when t|jat gentle cleric 
asked Richfifd l^axse lor bis daughief’s hatud, a mobtf 
latfcr, ahd 'D'ic!!:, wno had just returned very seedy anc 
^quit^ penniless from his mysterious travels on tf.e Continent, 
sauntered into his latiier^in-law's sanctum for advice, thf 
old man’s language wat, M^xse afterwards told his wife, 
anything bht academic. 

"I’ve nothj,ngf lawdggjuthe parson, you see,’’ the light 
he^ed father went ^n to histjveeping daughter, " but we 
are all in the hands of he Lc:q so to sav, and his lordshif 
does not appreciate youi suitor." 

Poor Rasamund wept at her father, Evelyn stopped 
eating in public, and even Papv tried to ii.3uence her friend 
and ancestor in vain. 

“ No,’’ shouted the old man, tormented out of his usual 
good humour, “ I won’t have it, and that is enough said 
I st^psse I need not give my reasons to you, Pamela ? ’’ 

“ Oh,‘ if you’re going to call, me Pamela I However, 
before I am thrown dojvnstairs, let me ask whether it has 
occurred to^ that if (and b. doesn’t) Mr. Maxse doesn’i 
object to^TiCr Morec§mbej.you have no right tc ? ’’ 

It was thoroughly characteristic of th«. relations of the 
two speakers that as the one finished her question the 
other suddenly burst into a delighted laugh. " You little 
wretch ! How dare you ? I have no right to object tc 
. that pink-haired curate as an additi^ to myEousebold r 
Be off, or Vwill 'kick yoy downstai's!”’ And Pam 
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ifidted away to tey the desj^ndent Evy that she^bad at^ 
IcMt broken the b^k of her tt^dfather’s«evil temper. • * 

" I made him lau^,,an<| thai is a lot ^^ed,” she asserted 
with a confidence no means shardd by her tearful 
cousin. * I i • 

" He’ll never conseot^ever in uiis world” 

* Rubbish ! Besides, what if he doesn’t ? 


Xpu’m 


not 

his daughter. I’d go out sdme fine momiug aJd b^quiq^ly 
married and then come in and fell him. It would'be fun ^ 
to watch his face,i’ she*add?d reflectively? » « 

” That’s* all verjr wgU, Pmn, but yoir ddli’* »,hat 
it is to have grown up undci*tus t^umb.^'And he always 
frightened* me out of my wits.*’ • 

" Rot . Pjm’s vivid little f.'^c glowed with^ftariou/ 
courage andromanrf. J' Either you io\j,e CeciHmough not 
to migd a little raging on grand^ther’s^aiT, dr grimd- 
father’s scored you so that you are afr(tid to iovf.” 
Evelyn wept. • ^ 

After a iqpment her cousiy observed with some scorn, 

“ Well, you’ll have* to do one thifg or the o^Jier ; if ^ou 
are going to obey G. F. for heaW 4 n’,s»ialJb your nose 
and obey him.clirerfully. yAnd if y^Vjijoing to marry 
Cecil Morecanjb^marry^ htm. the meantime I’m 
going for a \?alk, and if there arc any messages you’d like 
me to give him. I’ll go over to th(j rectory and loek him up.” 

” Oh, Pam ! ’* Evelyn d’aje and wijK’d her eyes. ' If 

you aren’t afraid, and really don’t ifiind ” • 

“ I’m not, and I don’t mind ; only hurry, for it’s going 

j II • 

to pour. , 

"Then— tell him that I am dreadfully unhappygand 
have cried my eyes out.^’ •* 

“Indeed, I won’t tell him anything «o idiotic. Don’t 
you want to sgp him ? ” • # 

" See hin^? How could I ? ”* , 

"By looking* at him,” answered Pam impatiently. 

“ Oh, if it was m^, I’d shosv you ! You have no mqre 
pluck than a white mouse ; I’m ashamed'of you 1 * 

It was a curious scene ; the big strongly built Evelyn 
reduced b^ her inhefent weakness of will to a soft mausof. 
blue scisft huddl'^ in ^ cfiaJk ; oppo^te het, sauU; ^ht, 
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a ghifd *81111 in many ways, P'am, with ^ie lust of battle m 
?ier dark eyes, conscious st^fength maturing her little face. 

You can't koejp the man hingii}^ on, you know ; it 
*would be loathsSme of ^you ; youVd either got to accept 
him and face grandfather pr else have the courage to turn 
tail ani flee ^^^ith Cecil !) or tell ’ fiim definitely that he 
isn't woi^ch.. 'he row, and let^ him go away somewhere. 
D&ide;: and I'll hell him what he is to prepare for." 

I But Evelyn, ijnable to^ma^e^up her mind, took refuge 
hej; damp .hardkerchief, and ram "rushed i downstairs 
in a oY impatipnce. 

An hour later she'iushecf into the rectory and asked 
\^for Mr Cunningjiam. 

"" Mi^ Cunningham is ^bt aj; 'ome, m^s," fneoiaLd told her. 

"" H'tr / w Is .'^/Ifv .Morecambe in ‘ : 

Mary beliqyed that \\q was ; would Miss step 

into '’the drawing-rcpm. 

Pam stepped in, and'^'to pass the time walked up and 
down from window to/vin(f>w, her hands clasped behind 
her as was'lier Hl)it still. 

Morecariibe'^ca’m^^.'B'f {linker and yellower than ever, it 
struck the self appofiit^d 'anjpt ssador. ^ ' 

I have a lot of thin^'*^to teir.you," siie began abruptly, 
" and as Mrs. Cunningham might interrupt, suppose we 
take a w^." ^ y. 

The Reverend Ceci\ who w'ds very young and so much hke 
Evelyn in character as well as in colouring, that a wiser 
woman than** Pam would have hesitated before helping 
him towards the winning of the object of his affections, 
obe^ently fetched his very correct clerical head-covering, 
and the two went forth into the windy, cloudy afternoon. 

Pam told her s'to^y briefly, jvithout glossing or blaming 
the condt. 2 >iff any one 9 )ncemed in it. ^ 

"So you see," shd* finished, "you'll have to persuade her 
to marry you, or else you'll l^ave to clear out." 

I don't see liow I can persuade her," was the rather 
forlorn answer, as if he were the last person on earth who 
n[Ught reasonably be supposed to have any infl^uence over 
Evelyn. " If Lord Yeoland refuses fiis^nsent." 

** She isn't mv crandfathprc iq ck n > 
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•"No, but ”, V . , 

Pam stood still,- holding hV face towa^ the wind a« jf 
in need of refreshment. . ' , • 

“ Very well, I sh^ tell her, then, ffl^t you give her up 
and bo\fr sweetly to my graiidkther, who really hasn’t th« 
slightest right to dftt#^ to eitfcer of you.” * 

•Poor Morecambe frowned with distress/ Pam 

not that. rU never give her up, but — j-” • , , 

” But you won’t fight for her.» Oh,*/ , /d — this is awful I " 
The last phrase shg ad(3«d mnder her breath# ‘ ‘ J t’s like tryin)^ 
to build i. fortre^ out of balls of doufili,”»sh(? a few 
minutes later, ” and Fm goi%| to ;^tpp trying. Good-bye.” 
Even the curate objected t» Ixiing calll'd a ball of doughy 


and intimated ,as much# • j» • t 

*5j^i laughed. ^‘^Well, 1 k'g yemr i)ardon,,4)nly it does 
sicke^’ me to sec you botli so helnlessf flf it'wAs me, I’d 
make gjanflfathcr give way, or I’lfrun a^^a^kwith yciu.** 
“You forget# my cloth.” ^ ‘ f ' 

“ No, 1 (Jpn’t, not a bit. Lo^c is a funny thing,” she 
burst out suddenly, with a e*hiidAhni;i^ that brought back 
to the rather humiliated youngs maii HtJ!; ryalisation cfl his 
seven or eight yv^'^rs of siyiioryty. 

" Why ? ” tje /(^ked, w'dKi slij^tly su])brior smile. 

" Bccaus^it is so absc^utcly iinreasonalile.” 


This was less childlike, but he answered promptly, 
" My dear chilfl, pardon •njv suggesting that you aS* yet 
canijot possibly know anything aboftt it.” , 

She turned, her li|)s steady, but something in her eyes 
that made him* uneasy. “ Possibly not ; and yet— I have 
lived with it, have slcuit every day of my life (except, when 
I’m here), and — ” she J)roke,t»ff, for she could not well* 
tell this proper youth about Chamleji Burke and his love 
for her mother and for harself. ,* , 

It was ftiaracteristic of her«that Ihe ne^W» considered 
poor Radiy’s passion for an instant. She herself was 
not yet ripe, she knew, *but she resented any one s 
suggesting that sne did not know jnucb more about ftve 
than most of the people who considered themselves to have 
felt it. Maxse’s c^less attitude of good-natured toler- 
ance ^pwj^rds hi'- wife ; heA piteous subjection to him, and 
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±he n^oosly irritable juxtaposition of. opinions existing 
oetjveerf the Rector and Mrs^jCunninghain, had not shaken 
lier feeling thf.t me love of her father and mother was the 
only real love she^J&ew. > 

c Morecambe was embanpsed by her allusion, and after a 
confused and lengthy messagf, the con^nent parts of which 
were, as'^Pam Lpmediately poi^teff out, quite irreconciii- 
able with %aQli' ojther, he escaped, and she went on alone. 

" TheV wiU dawdle and,) hedge until all tbs' beauty (if 
"there is any) is gone out of it, and, then grandfather will 
‘give wpy, an^ they.will marry aud just jog along. Ugh I ” 

DisapppinteS a^id cast down, she returned home. It had 
, begun to rain, and ttie wind blew cheerlessly. Suddenly 
rhe theuf^ht of her father and mother. 

They we»-p^in Rome. -Ihey were fosd of her, ^e knew, 
but she ds® kniiw chat she was iff'no way necessary to 
them, and she realised c,hat they were probably enjoying 
their idle tete-i-ieie e.dstence as much as i^ she had never 
been bom. She was not at all bitter in her appreciation 
of this fact 7 long ago s'».e had outgrown her childish idea 
of being miiJsed by her mother, and it seemed to her, if 
not quite natural," eminently fair that she should be 
unnecessary to her pare.jts. t- ^ 

Each human life, she Thought-, had a right to perfect 
independeneje of feeling. Parents necessarily provided for 
the ■■ material welfare of their children, a..d as naturally 
loved them. But as Ihe child was an individual, entitled 
to its own life, so was the pa It seemed to her, and 
she had refleeffed much on the i-ubject, that 'the most impor- 
tant thing in the world is the love of ‘che one man for the 
one woman, and that notJjing, n.ot even the little lives 
resulting from that love, should be allowed to interfere. 
It is the wornan’s right, .'Jie to\d herself, to love the one 
man best j "iid some day-dhe child’s turn >rill «ome if she 
finds her one man. ' j ‘ ; 

Evelyn’s limp refusal to st£\nd up for her man, and the 
mail’s diplomatic hedging had irritated Pam to an unusual 
degree, so that she was wound up, so to say, to the expo- 
sition in her own person, of the great tmth that UbMiy 
is the highest good in the worlri. 



CHAPJER VIII 

I * • 

On going in, she founti two#letters for herself, lying on the* 
halltablrf • • * ' ^ ^ 

Pulling off her wef glove^ she sat do^ on the table 
and opened the first. It was,from*tbc SAichess. , 

*^Y flEilR Chilr,— I find that* f shall have go* over to 
IrelShd for Chnstihas, to look after Jiiresemi business 
and l!R jee«my daughter, Lady M.ifria O’RpiUy, who is*not 
well, n will J)e rather dull, but /hen, life at iftoriks' 
Yeoland is no gayer, and if you '^ill go with me 1 shall be 
glad and gl'ateful.^ Henrietta isato,§tay at ‘Danchester ; 
she has, frankly, no great likine for jrefend, but theif she 
has no sense of humour, and youhaVc, ao rtrnnk you may, 
on the whole,* rjlther enjdyit.* Xdryoui* grandfather, to 
whom I am^ifso ^ting.Ahat I^t^ll take good care of you, 
and meet me in town on the tenth. ^ 

“ Affecflonately yours, • 

• “ Eliza WKjnT." 

Pam’s legs flopped swinging as she redd. She liked 
the Duchess and sh8 would go. , „ 

Then she opened th? pther jitter. This was written on^ 
cheap glossy paper in a neat careful ^hand, and began : 

“ My dear Miss Yeoland.", ^ * , , 

She did tot tnow the writing «id the stamircas English. 
As she r^, the girl’s lace flushed 5nd then paled. The 
letter was not lone, and she,read it through twice. Then, 
as she was about* to jump down from ihe tables a dbor 
opened, and Lord Yeoland appeared in bis self-propelling 
wheel-chair, his legicovered with a rug. . 

"Well, Pam," he calledi cheerily, for he bad just bad 

ti B * 
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m inleraew with Evelyn, ‘^^hat are you doing percbe4 
cn*the table like -a monkey of a bough ? ” 

“ I have be6n reatog my tettecs, grandfather.” 

“ Ah ! So youp^know. I am sorty, my dear, I hoped 
to have the pleasure of tellitifi; you. Well, isn’t it deKghtfiil ? 
Sir ‘John O’Reilly has orte bf the b^t houses in Ireland — 
it will l?e the maidng of you. I knew Eliza would like you,” 
he, added afltctilmately. " ^ 

^ “ It il very kind of the Dachess,” returned Pam absently ; 

, “ she is a dear.” <■ • ’ ' ^ 

" Wiat' ate Votf’ hesitating about ? fJothes ? •That is 
already settled. MjA'ounsunt if.ull take you to town to-morrow 
■and get you a siitable outfit. Let me see — this is the 
Ihird ? V'l- . " 

‘‘ The fo'Krth. Grandfathc'r, read thib pleas^.”^ 

He had wheeled IflS ‘'hair close to the table, so without 
getting down’ from her 'scat she handed him*heji second 
letter. ^ ‘ . v 

Who’s it from ? Dear me, why — what ,^he devil has 
she to say to you ? 'c ^ 

'' Read it throT^W’ 

'' I can’t read it,^y deaf ; I^haven’t tnycglasses.” 
Handing it back to h^ he hstened with^an amused frown 
as she read the letter aloicd : ^ 

'' My dear Miss YEOLAND, 7 -^Alone and sick unto death, 
there is no one to Whom I can address myself but^ you. 
I have no relations, and my faithful servant is dead. 
You know, I make sure, that your fatSer has a living 
wife/<05 I have heard that neither, of them try to conceal 
it. I am that wife. I am Suaan Kennedy, that your 
father married twenty-four years ago last August, in St. 
John’s Church in Basingbqook, iA^ilts. 

‘‘I am ‘not asking you^ for money, tor'll Have plenty 
of that, but I am old and sad and paralysed jn my left 
side, and I want some one to talk to, and I am not ashamed 
to own'* it, some one to tell me about George. His real 
baptized name is George, as I daresay you know. Will 
you come and see me ? I know thj^t your grandfather 
has adopted you, but you will ^et no hurt by com^ to me, 
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I have alwayl been quJtt and a lady, and the*Rect<fr 
calls on me regi^arly. i * ^ ^ 

“Surely it will rjotjhurt you, v*l|ose very existence 
wrongs^me, to comevmd tell mt the things I want to know,^* 

Then followed a cA-iful direction how to find th* refnote 
^^lage hi Derbyshire, even the hours pf ihi necessary 
trains being given, and \he writer wai PjAu’s sincerely, 
Susan Kennedy. , ^ ^ 

Lord 'Roland |iaus5d a moment lieforf h«f<jpoke, on tho 
cessation of PaWi's ^oice. Then he s;bf?, “it 4s very 
pathetic, my dear.” ^ / 

“ Yes,*grandfather.”^ * / f 

. “ I w%s^vvf{ys extremely sor^^^ for flic good'lady,” he 
w9ni/)n, with a hill e smile. She w;'s vi^ry f^dly treated, 

and fer no fault of her own. It f(X)]fsh of her to \yrite 
to you,l)uT the poor thing knew nojxj^ter. Vou had liejtor ^ 
wntc her a kintl letter, my deaifAiid you might simd her— 
h*ni ! — somc^^ruit and books (roij town.” ^ 

Pam had got dcfwn from the tabid and folded her letter. 
Then she picked up her glove?«^r.(r su^ixJ- p”l’i4ig the wet 
leather into •shape. When ^he cU'^mjin finished, she 
looked up. # 

“ I am going, grandtathcr." ^ 

“ Going ? Vj^here ? ” he asked bewildered.'^ 

“ To— to— Torpington.'^ % 

“•Torpington ? ” 

“ To see— n)^ father's wift.” - 

If it had been Rosamund or Evelyn who spoke 
Yeoland would have ittered a short oath. 

But it was Pam, so lib only*fookec> at her in silence, and 
then said quietly, “ No, you arc not gomg, Pam.” 

“ Yes. ^Yoi see, I musl” ^ 

“ You are going to Ireland with tlx Duchess.^' 

“ No. • 1 shall write to the Duchess that 1 cannot ; she 
will understand.”* ^ ^ 

Lord Yeoland drew a deep breath. “ I think that you 
wjU not deliberately disobey me, and I forbid you to^ go 
to — to s^ that weroan.” . 

Sho^eaned over ai^ laid ner band his shoulder. 
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• Grandfather/* she said ^wly, please don't forbii 

n\py* * r P 

He knev wl2at shet meant, 6ut cpuld ndt admit it. 

I do forbid it.'o*^ ’ . ^ ‘ 

• “ Then I must disobey y/'u.** ^ . • 

‘‘Th^ — you must lea\e !ny house/*' 

Her fyes flUeH with tears. OK, how could you !•" 
He^ paiii was? so sincere that his old heart contract^. 

^ '' Listen, my dear. ’ I anevery fond of you, as youJoiow, 
^or I would not, fcr^the sake of my o’.vn dignity, argue with 
a child* hUe'yoU. However, here are mv reasons for for- 
bidding j'ou to^ofim this ^»md, though foolish instinct. 
'You are old enou^^-'-o knov4 that your mother^un going 
6ff witltjyour fathv^r, cov^mitted aix act bound to have far- 
reaching cor^equences.” • * / 

** ' The'^iils of*' thS*‘iV+hers * — and mothers — partichlarly 
the^Ki^thers," 'She' return^ soberly. : 

* Yes. She has made herself an outlaw for life. Beside 
that, which does not trouble her apparently, Jier outlawry 
rests on you' as well ’* 

'''On 

" Yes. Tola ceriyiiij extent. You are not. in the world's 
powerful eyes, 6n tKe same "ilound basist^that Evelyn is, 
for example." 

'' I know ; because I am illegitimate." Her white young 
fac^, grave with her great decision, did ndt change as she 
spoke. L ''I, know; pobr Pilly minds, but I don't." 

'' As yet you have not come in contact with the world. 
Now+that you are growing up it troubles me. I wish you 
to ber happy ; I wish your brain to'' become what it is 
^*^capable df, I wish, and I have tri3d, to exempt you from 
the almost inevitable consequences of your mother's act." 

'' Dear grandfather, I ve^y happy." 

'' The Duchess, because sSie is^of higher rank, emd because 
she is a woman, is much more powerful 'Ihan J and her 
taking you up can mean — anything for you. Her letter 
to 'me about yom'has made me happier than I have been 
for years. And if you refuse to go with her to Ireland, if 
yoM let slip this chance, you will have * os t — more* than you 
can yet realise, for she will not* come forward aga^." . 



PAH 


157 


• Pam was silent^her handj^thnist into the pocketa»of he( 
jacket. I • . * 

‘‘ Pam, write a kind l^er to that .plwr wdma^, and t^ 
her that you cannot ‘go ^o hen; the Dt^diess would never 
speak t(J you again n you did, Ind she would be right ; if 
is not fitting that you should ctrAe into contact wi^— * — ' 
^he.OTl cut him «nori peremptorily.! “I jun sorry, 
grandfath^(, but I must gc^. And that is fell tub-^i ni^n, 
you are mistaken about it being fittihg. • She is ah right ; 
I am th^— the qpeer^petsen socially, i ny‘an, she mayj 
be not a lady, b^it sjie is proper, and^fatlTer'a^d pother 
and I are the improper onopi'’ ** 

He turned his chair with im impa^itt movement. “ h 
have condescended to ^plain to you rny re;isor.<<f for the 
co«ynana f have^iven you. You know tfcv? results of 
disobeying that command.” * • 

” Yes|” ^e returned, her voice as hard^as kis, ” I knoW." 



CHAPTER IX 


'Dick Maxse, loiyiging downstairs with his hands in his 
•■pockets, vagdtjy looking for something to do, 'met Pam 
on her w^y to hpr room after leaving' her grandfather. 

^ " Hello, Ameh'aJ*\J^efe are ^ou off to ? ” he cried, seizing 
Ut the ch^ce of teasiff'g^her by way of amusement. 

“ Whfefe ,_is Aunt Roodmund ? ” she asked, unheeding 
the nickiiame she detested, and which seldom faffeu To 
rouse her to the anger dehghted in. 

“ Pfti sure I haven’t the remotest idea, my Jear ! I 
never do know, as you"'taay have observed. Anything 
wrong ? ” . 

Pf'ra disliked b‘m, but she recognised in him a certain 
neglected 'Clt ’ei'n^ whiilll made her unconsciously wish 
she did- not dis’ike-blm. “If I could g^fat your mind 
without the medium of yuur owr self,” snc'had once told 
hiAi,'" it wouldn’t be bad thn ; ” and now, suddenly sitting 
down pli the stairs, she jerked off her cap yid said quietly, 
" I’lli leaving to-morrow ; that’s all.” 

"HSlo! A row with ray respected beau-fafa ? ' Do 
tell me all about it, there’s a good girl.” 

“ Well— he wants me to go to Ireland with the Duchess, 

, * and I— other plans. I am, as*you know, very fond of 
my granifather, butffie is frightfully— A’w /-pig-headed.” 

” That he is ! ' And .’ou being very fim, you have 
clashed!” ' ‘-1 

In the dim hght which came in through the -old stained 
glass window on the landing, his weak, good-natured face 
lost maij’y of the ugly marks his way of living had stamped 
on it, and the young girl felt a thrill of pity for him. " Look 
here, Mr. Maxse, ’’she said suddenlyi “ you look awfully 
bad. You’ll be ill if you don’t^take care.” 
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# V ni 1 Vm nearjy'dead already, my dear. My liver is 
hopeless, you know, and to stonuch! Haid’luck,^ 
istft it?’’ • / * . ’ 

‘4t’s your own fault. i I sav, Uncle %Qick, if Vou like, 
and I never called Vou that Afore, why don’t you stop^ 
drinking ? ” • , 

Max^ jvaved his nOTow white hands dramatically. 

’’ Sto^ drinking ! My dear Pam, how/do^ou know I 
do drink — except milk ? ” , > ^ ’ 

’’What rot! I’m hot •blind— or deaf either, and they ' 
very nearl^ dropped you ddwn the second the other ' 
morning. I heard tliem and^x^epc^ wasn't nice, 

I tell you> and you looked exactly^ like a red-faced pig—. 
^ idiotic and blurred.” • ^ ^ ^ 

I say*! 'You Lave a nasty little tongue of. your own. 
Bettei learn to hofd it, my dear.”^,^.^ r^, flushed, and 
sulky.' '• ‘ 

” I kifow ; L oughtn’t to hav^ saM it, but— wefl ypu 
know I don’t Jike you, and yet I cah't helj) Ixjing sorry.” 

Any othe^ womi^n, he reflected, would ha/e expressed 
pity for his wife ; it was wily of hereto Jiake'ho reference 
to that profoundly uninteresting siiffe/o' • 

”I wonder v;hy you ne'“er liked'^mefl’ he exclaimed 
suddenly, s^:tihg * down ^ain ."And turning tb hen ”1 
always liked you.” * - , ^ > 

” No you dicLr’t. Not feally' ; and I d^nH see MciV'^ou 
could, either,” she went on with an outburst of 
laugliter. ”I mauled you nretty badly on one’ or two 
occasions, didi/t I? But it was because ’you tried to 
kiss me.” , n 

” I wonder,” he remarked with a grin, ** whet^r you’d 
maul me if I tried to kiss you now ?[’ 

” You wouldn’t dare to ^low ;.u’m grown-up.” 

” Growif-up-liess isn't us^ally-a bar to a young female’s 
being kis^.” 

” Grown-up-ness with my grandfather to back it is, 
though,” she returned, adding with sudden gravity, ” Oh, 
dear, I forgot, I am going away ! ” 

•” Nonsense. Go^d teU him you’re sorry ; you don’t 
want to go away, you knoul you don’t.” 
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, " Qt course I don’t, but— jt^hat can’t; be cured must* Ik 
^oyed*l” c r ^ 

She rofe and helVl out her hand. “ I'am going, you see, 
and in case I don’t see you^gain alone, Dick, good-bye, 
and do think of your hver. ’ * 

Fropi “ Mr. Maxse ” th '' Uncle Dick ” had been a great 
stride, and now. on hearing her call aim “ Dick ’’jiq.a t#ne 
of^peiwt equality, he felt that life was cruel in laking her 
away •at such a point. Xircumstances chaining him to 
Moniks’ Yeo^and- for a couplo of rnon^, nothing would 
have 4 )leirt<<Ki him^ better than a nqjld Iprtation with this 
curiousl)' attrii^v!k>li|^tle flf^dgling, and now, just as she 
had begun to endurg him (Maxse put it in th.'"? way, for 
he was; not fatuous) aiid to take in him that semi-matem^ 
interest that has more than once in this world prcwed 
a steppirig-5tontsuto'rii3''^e amusing thin^, she was ofi ! He 
sighe^. o ‘ j 

f“ I’ll try, Pam. My J[)pite of a liver wffn’t stand much 
more, anyhow, and I’m getting old.” 

“ Rubbish ! You’re Cvily fifty ; thatls young nowadays.” 
“'Evelyn thinki.it’fr sqjpnd-childhood.” 

“ Evelyn's a geJi^e, and Ijesides, you’re her father. Well, 
I'm going — for -a time, anyhow. If gr/vqdfather gets too 
bored, he’ll know where to find m^. Poor old G. F.” 

“ Oh, yesv do come back ; I’m sure you and I should be 
gCHJd friends now.” 

She. laughed and went slowly upstairs. “I’m nyt so 
sure of that ! However, good-luck to you.” 

She went to her room, informed the stricken Pilgrim 
thatjth* great Progress was to b^gin a new chapter the 
next day, and then, inking .up he' aunt, gave her die same 
information in a fewfivords. 

Evelyn, who was weeping in +he dark sch(»l-room, roused 
suddenly at her cousin’s afino Jicement, and blew her nose 
with more vigour than her forlorn aspect would have led 
one to g^ve her credit for possassing. ”, Going away ! Oh, 
Pam, wnere ? ” >■ 

“ To a {dace called Torpington, in Derbyshire.” 

Torpington ? I never hea^ of ib” 

“ Do, you dever did,” mimicked Pam, waking (^ban. 
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wjjcn was asleep in hi basket near the dying fire, and 84ting 
down on the rug. Are you going to Uulj all the Vwt ot^ 
your days, Evy ? ** • f • 

“ Yes, I am ; I meamnoiTm ! OhfJ^am, do tell me 
what youfu^ going to <o there ? 

‘‘ I’m going to visft a lady wj^o^ ill, and who is^on- 
nected ^h my family.^ ^ ^ 

But does grandpapa object ? Wh)^ wn^t l^t 
you come back ? ” • • • 

Pam hesitated. She kad«ni;vcr spoken (• Evelyn of her 
mother and^ather,^d did nflt care to dotso. v/ • 

“ Grandfather wants me t(^ go jeu-^f^ind with the 
Duchess,” ^e began slowly. • 

” Oh ! But how {xjrfect that wouj^ l>ei Did she? want 
you‘Jo ? ^ ^ • 

” Of tourse she dfd. Did you tl^jipk 'T;tndflther pro- 
posed her taking me ? Don’t l>e a silly ! ”* a , • 
There \^s a short silence, duni^wlUtii Evelyn lelt tho 
end of her fierYpnose with a gingerly linger. 

“You’re going to jiave a horridathiug thereof you cry 
any more. I’ve got some Vinoliivyo^i cjjy put*o^” cdhi- 
mented Pam absently ; “ and 1 (^k here,'4iv>^' I've had a 
long talk with ^C^yly Belov-^I meaiTVilh Cecil More- 
cambe. He aaj^ he’ll nearer gij/t you up. I'm to tell 
you that. Also, only he didn't say I w;is to telkyou this— 
he is scared [)ea-gi^en by gran^fauier, and doesn’t dare say 
so much as ‘ boo ’ to him.” 

“ if wouldn't do much good Jiis saying ‘ Boo ’ to grand- 
papa, would it, ^^am ? I understand Cecil, and I know 
what he means. ' also serves who only stands < and 
waits!”’ 

Pam stared at her cousin, who utt^ed i^ie.words with much 
woe-begone dignity, and thcivbursi into a jxjal of laughter. 

“ Oh, Caliy, m^ cherished <^jmpttnion, isn't she splendid ? 
Go on, EvyjiMo some more, I’m sure you think that is in 
the Bible, don't you ? ” o , 

JBut Evelyn left "the room in search cf solitucio ^d 
incidentally of Vinohaj^Md after a few mini^es reflection 
Pam tucked Cally imw her^^irm and set off to make one 
* or twQ farewell visits. 
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To •Cazalet, whom she found nursings a bad cold over^ 
she told^thft whole story, adding when she had finished 
it, “ Of otursfe youVee that I could do nothing else.” 

The old steward hesitated, ‘i It‘ is kind and good of 
you to wish to go, my deal-, but, aft* all, you owe a great 
deal consideration to iu;^ lordship.”" 

“ I know I dp, but I am me^ anr) I have a rigM to live 
my hf^in nty own way.” v ^ 

“ You are only severieen, Pam. Your life doesn’t 
properly begm Usitil you are really grown. As vet you are 
a chiy, asii ^u ought to allow youx gr^dfath* to decide 
things ftoi yoiA ^ ut 
She shook her head gently. " But I can’.t do that, 
Cazzy.^ I always-hav^yny own way ; I always have. And 
as to being ‘ grown,’ I fear I’ll nevoi be auy^biggei;,' *I 
haven’t grdwn a bitner over a year.” ' 

Ij didn’t mean that. Well,” the old man broke off with 
ai>sigh, ” you know Vh?^ J mean, and them’s no fise in my 
arguing with you.” 

“Not a^bit, dearest -and best of Cazzies.'" I do want 
sortie te?j mayj'-^o aed ^ke Mrs. Hamp ? ” 

A few milmW later, gs she devoured^ large slices of 
bread and jam* with hearty- pleasure, returned to the 

subject of her departure',^ “ We go to-morrow morning ; 
jxwr old Piily is busy packing now.” 

Cazalet had an idea. “ l^k here, uiy dear, will you 
promise me one thing ? ” 

" Dozens, if you like.” > 

“ Well, praise me that wherever you go, you’ll always 
take-^Jane Pilgrim with you.” 

Pam looked up from her occupation of giving bits of 
sugar to the monk^. ij’ Of course I shall. I always do, 
you know. • Imagine m*e without Pilly ! Couldn’t pack 
a trunk to save my^life. 'Th^’s an easy promfee ! ” 
Solemnly she gave him her hand on ik \ 

, " And to please your grandfather, who is so very fond 
of you,* give in “this once. Let me go and look up youi 
Mrs. Kennedy. I’ll explain it all tp.her.” 

" “ You couldn’t take care ipf her;i though, could 3A)u i 
And grandfather might object to your staying |iway inde 
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fijitdy, even if yqp’could. No, no Cauy, dease don’t 

IB rate to you and mind you rate to.4e, artd ti me al 
m^lttera.^'^ toc^^ to answer 

" You’re going to Vrije to hiin • 

She ^ughed, as she ^se jnd Buttoned her jacket. * “ Of 
; l\jl be bored to d«th without me, arid hejl read 
letters, though he won’t answtr thAn.” • ^ 

‘‘ Well, he ought at ftosbta understand that it is a kind 
and womalfly instjfct that urges you^(> disdW hii» ; a 
woman is never more a woman ^lan f&fling Hft sick.” 

tui^ quickly to him.* "Oh, pleSSr don’t think 
d s that. I mean, only that ! I’m a bit womar.ll, and 

Thingumbob 

of Ihifc^has. I do* pity the jxxir >*tn;ins* and llbsidcs,” 
she hesifatcdt a faint Hush coming to hcF small face, " Tt 
^ms to i^e that^he has a sort of ij^^t t) me-but honestly 
I think its motjp a sort of curiosity and— and— interest in 
the queer situation t|jat makes meago.’:, » 

Curiosity ! C^zy frownciW^i^pptjf^ngly. ^ 

" Yes. Not aJtogVther, you kjjow-it'.mira' jiimble of 
motives, of coursy^s usual. biA i do lik? cHangc, and the 
more one scc-Sidl TIk? worW the yforc one knows. It is a 
queer [Kisition for me, to be slaying with my f.'iilior's wife. 
And it seems full 81 ixesibilrtigs o*f interest.” • ’ 

I wsh you didn’t look at i! in that way, my dean It 
seems to me that your only «.\cusc for dclil^rately dis- 
obeying your grjflidfathcr f 

But she interrupted*him by a stormy embrace iiwhich 
he was afterwards not qiute sure* that he had not* kissed 
the monkey, and a second later the hfusc^dopr had slammed, 
and she was gone^ 



PAkT. 1\ 

:hapxer.i 

Pam leaxxcd bAcif in her comer ai?d looked at Pilgrim’s 
\ sour visage *riin an amused smile. The winjlows were 
dirty .wd streabd \j(}th rain; ehe could see nothing of 
the flying landscape, and though peiv'ectly saiisfied 
the step' she had tal-pn, she was as yet too much agitated 

t() r^d. ' 

f The evening befac hsd been very quipt, and she had 
spoken to no one beside Evelyn who had gone to bed with 
a headache, except, to Eurke who, he^ng of her projected 
departnte from jijs l}ouse,keeper, who was a sister of Mrs. 
Hamp, had CuA«,-to see h^r after dinner. 

As sometimes Happens e/en to those women who have 
great power over men, Eurke h’d turned tuR tables on her 
completely, the last two or three months. Pam had thought, 
kliowing that he loved her jmd was, a^ she naively put it 
to her grandfather, only waiting for her to grow older, 
that the matter stood, in all simplicity, waiting for a touch 
from her hand to set it going. 

The big man’s self-control was an open book to her 
shrewd eyes; she^saw him statt at her approach, change 
colour at her tquqi. J.t had interested her, and when the 
Duchess, the Lady Heiiriette, and Peele had appeared, to 
turn the current of her Mights from him, she had been 
on the point of* embarkihg on the allming water of 
experjuient with him. 

Th^ engagement of Lady Henrietta and Peele had sc 
interested her, however, that Burke was for the time 
^forgotten, and when, in lack of cirier amusement, slm had 
turned again to him, she iound, to her rather indignanl 
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ibiprise, a blank so to speak, presented to her attack* 
Burke, as a matter of fact, himself awafe «f the strength^ tf 
his own passions, and^astonished by the hold*thakhe found 
she had, over him, had decided to kee^ himself in hand 
until the time shovm come when he should dare risking 
a declaration in form** I * # 

not a partreulatly clever man, nor wa* ^ mind 
a well-trahied one, but he Tiad leame^ a certaSn amouni of 
rough wisdom in hisyiot uneventful lif^ and one* of his 
precepts, Jbacked ^by a fafrly strong wl,^was to steer 
clear of danger uiftil h* stood a fair chan*Qeoj ovftcortling it. 

So rather to Pam’s chagrin^er tftitati^j^airs^^d graces 
had httle or no effect on hm, and she experienced the* 
■humiliatian^of filling herself sud*5nl]^ relegateolto the 
p^iti^n of little girl, and sligKtly patronised by her father’s 
friend.-^ , . 

Burked strong vitality had alway^ attracted her, and 
as is often the^ase with small, idbeately built women, his 
very bulk vwS hardly less pleasing to her th^n his great 
physical force. * * ^ • 

She was too natural and tocf ttrtftigl r «nb ucdwif1i the 
Yeoland characteristic of ct^iAlness.-^^her grandfather 
put it, to evesbhebme that rarii creature, a great coquette 
(unt grande %queUe, meaning a dirt possessing the greatnesT 
of her faults), Ipt she w|s full of curiositi€S, and very 
naturally was not indisposcd.to play with and experiment 
witif the big Australian’s feelings. * 

So when she ^ound herself ^^uietly baulked^ she had after 
one or two attempts to break down what she pe^ectly 
understood to be a deliberate barricade, given it*u^, and* 
turned her attention to lometHmc else. Riding ficing the 
thing on her list that seemed Jnexi iJsst, to emotional 
exploring, und fcer grandfat.Vr having given hfer a horse for * 
Christmas, ,Burke and his smtiments «oon went compara- 
tively ouf of h^ mind, ancLhe, unable to stand country 
life in England ior*more than a few weeks at a rime, had 
again taken himself to town, where Dick *Maxse had heard 
of him as ^oing man]^leas^t and amusing things. 

Pam laughed to hersdf as |he recalled his face the evening 
befmb^bra she bad ,^UteIy inquiry aitn the health oi 
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Totty Parnes and Audrey Lawrence,' two aspirants’ fo^ 
dfamatic fame wh|fm she had heard Maxse* mention to fier 
grandfather in connection with Burke. It had been great 
fun ; decidedly, pfaying fir« was a^pastime worth a:\Jtivating, 
and she decided to do more of it. * , 
rop. Burke, upset by* tjie news»' of her leaving Monks’ 
Yeolai^d’and possibly influenced by seeing her aki>cfin*the 
dimly Kght^d drawiijg-room, had greatly to her 'Satisfaction 
lost his head utterly, and ltammered»out a few words whose 
tone rather t^an wl^ose meaning had nvde her (jhiver with 
that 'mo^t e^ch^ting sensation to elery woman ever 
H'eated^pwever^nost If thel/i may protest, of having power. 

He l^d caught her hand, “loo, a^d covered it '^th kisses, 
which flVas less a^eeafele, but also thr^ing. # . 

“ You kpow what I mean, Pam,” he added, wipjng^his 
brow with his ii^dfetchief ; “ you’ve known fo> months, 
y^ou little dehion.” ^ i 

' " I suppose I do. ' am I a little defnon ? ” 

” Ah, ba^ ! Well — will you marry me 1 " 

That queer vilyaifon ui his deep voice rang in her ears yet 
as t'he i»*in ^or.^^ up at'a jaded-looking little station. 

She had forgoTt^r exactly how she had refused him, but 
she remembered that he iiad not been’ai cast down as he 
' might have been, a fact • which^ she rightly ‘explained to 
herself as intlicating that ho meant to try, f gain some day. 

^ It’s funny, Pilgrim,” sb.e exclaimed abruptly, as the 
train Itarted again, “ that as soon as one gets a thing one 
doesn’t wanb it.” ‘ , 

" It’s the way of the world, Misc Pam, and a nasty 
, troulSeiome way, too.” . 

“ Oh, for heaven’s sake, l^illy, dbn’t gloom. It isn’t nasty 
at all. It’s a very clWeA^arrangement for keeping up one’s 
' interest in life.” i e (, 

Pilgrim did not answer. Tl|at excellent womjn was busy 
trying to decide whether she^was glad or sorry lb be again 
setting (iut on the waters of jidventure.- The quiet harbour 
had been very pleasant and no one could tell what kind of 
an anchorage Uiey should find in ^rbyshire, ‘J)ut at .the 
same time Monks’ Yeoland ha^ what Pilgrim called, in fttto, 
a sameness. 
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• X sndden burst hi laughter from tne young girl pot ai^ 
e^ to these reflections by at least momentarily *settlu^ 
the question strongly in favour of the haven they had left. 

“ I re^y don’t see *ow*you can laugh ‘Miss Pam, I must 
say,” exclaimed PiJ^m now fully satisfied that she was 
an injured woman ; « think ofeall the beautiful ^ihgs 
w^ ha^t^ft, and youXbeautiful bath-room, and f'our dear 
granJfi 3 ™r, to say nothii% of your aunt ant co\jhin I 
can’t understand ’ow^ou can latogli.’* • 

” Can’t^iyou indeecl; Pflly ? No, 1 dJtesay you can't. 
That’s because yen n^ver did have mf scnSc af hi\(nour 1 
Yet it has it’s funny side. Hare arc^your^du se f, ^cau nper- 
ing across England with a* jK'rson wnd iKJUSirt event 

txjst ’’ ^ • . • • 

What no you mean— a * person who doesn’t exist ? , 
rhat’tailly. Miss #am.” , * * • 

The g^rl laughed again. * , * 

" No, it isn’t*, it’s,^true. I doj’lttjflst in the eyes of the 
law ! And ^st, here we arc, you and 1, rusliing off to 
smooth the pillow sf— my father^ wi4e ! ” ^ 

“ You hadn’t ought to ; it 3egm» aJlJijpsy-tu'yy^mc- 
how. And tok think that we *iight ^^jWng to Ireland 
with a Duchqf^ "• * * 

“ I knowf I am sorrf to mi^ that,” the girl returned^ 
with natural youthful regret {pr the joysjaregone, ” but 
you see I had to choose between two things, and of cdhrse 
I chose the one I wanted the mos!. Which is why I'm 
not crying this moment at hnving left my (J^rling, wrong- 
headed old grandfather.” * 

“ It will be dreadfpl there— in that’ place,” crtumec^ 
the unfortunate Pilgrim*'’ aftcr^onks’ Yeoland.” 

“.Don’t let Monks’ Yeoland ti^ youi head, Pilly mine I 
Remembej, it not our natural sphere.” • • 

“ I beg ^our pardon, Mi« PJfti, but it is mine. I was 
bom the* as nftich as any <i his lordsnip’s own servants.” 

Pam laughed. I beg ywr pardon. Well, when w^’vc 
done our duty by poor Mrs. Kennedy we’ll rush off to Rome 
and amu^ ourselvepr Just think of the Pincio in the 
ewning, *ju8t before mosi| people know that spring has 
comej ”» 



P Thp train stopped again as she spoke Sid rubbing tite 
reoistuffe from .the window with her hatadkerchief, she 
fooked out into the leisurely confusion of another small 
country ’fetation., t " 

“ Oh, bother, here’s some first-class creature — a servant 
in *hyery. The/U be sure to po,n him in here ! Why, 
PiUy, it’5— ” as the door opefied-af'd a man jumped ihto 
the carnagec She held out hep hand to him. Peele ! 
How do you do ? ’” * > , 

Peele shook han(k with he.' pohltely^ but evidently, in 
the djisk of the wkitly day, diS not Recognise her. 

Wher^he hatl s^t dcwn ic.the place vacated by Pilgrim, 
he leahftlT~o;TOrthd looked sit her. “ You, Miss Yeoland, 
how very curious.” ^ ^ « 

" Yes, it’s I. But what is a pillar ol the State like y on- 
doing hei'e dn tiiis obscure hne ? ” 

I’m on my way to the end of the world,” he answered, 
“^’m going home fdr 'Qifistmas.” ^ > 

Pam laughed. “ Do you know, it never occurred to me 
that you had a home ? ’V 

“ ? ^JJiavf , l^avever, or at least I have a house, 

and I h^pen're-oe fond it though I’ve not been near it 
for years. How is*l,ord Yediand ? ” v, » 

_ ” Very weU, thanks.” ^ ^ 

“ You’re cpt alone , 

‘^Yes, with"my maid.” ‘ 

He leaned back in his seat and closed his eyes as if ^^ery 
tired. Clearly, having done 'his duty he did not mean to 
talk any longer. Pam, however, was pf another mind. 

“ Why aren’t you going to Danc|iester for Christmas ? ” 
'she asked perfectly awara- of the impertinence of her 
question. , 

“ Because J preferred ro go fo Torpingtop,” ^je returned 
coldly. 1 

“ Torpington ! ’’ * j * \ 

“ Tha^ is the name of the twvn near where my house is.” 
*• But I am going to Torpington ! ” 

The frank pleasure in her voice r«^ed him, tod he at 
upi looking at her as the lamp (^verheto burst into mediocre 
radiance. • 
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You going tflcre May I ask to whom ? " 

Hct eyes siArkled. •• To Mrs. Kenhedy." 

thA I don’t know them, I thin*k. . Are thev 

me ^ple who have*tak*n Rosedale ? ’*• * ^ 

No She lives,* No. 4 WeUington Terrace." 

Tpi-r?! 



_You’re trying to mystify«(he. Co on.’ 

flropiied his'l^SSBTSnding' 
i^r of th^ fet tijje she had seen l*n.* ^ 

No, I’m not. .On the Contrary, I am so glad that 
you ar^oing to be within distance that’l could play on 
cymbals, aild ortolans— or what are me thirds? if, I Rad 
any. • „ , f ^ 

“You are* very kind." 

You don’t think so. You %re Still angay with me. 
Please forgive me, and we’ll liegT* o»er a^'n. I wfllTread. 
fully young, but I’m really a r.-ther ni<^T^mon, and I was 
put into this spl^n world for the rclaxatioR and amusement 
of the hea\^-burdencd lUce yoyV « 

He s^ed. am not at all angry, aa^ I am much 
gratified by your kindness being glad to sec me. Rfow 
please tell me what Lord Ycoland’s grai!d-daugtiter is 
going to do in Wellington Tefrace, Tor])ingtQn ? 

The fun left hei^ face with the dramatic suddenness 
peculiar to her change^ of mood. “ Corine and sif By rae^ 
and ril tell you." • •• • 

He obeyed, turning his back tcjjfards Pilgrim and looking 
down at ^am^who puzzled him almost as •much as she^ 
hoped she ^ did. I ^ ^ 

I am# not B^ing as L<m Yeoland^s grand-daughter; 

I ^ going as — as^iuy Sacheverers daughter," ^ ^ 

Well ? What has your father's^daiighter to do with 
Mre. Wh^^s-her-nanj^n Torpington ? " 

•^'Mrs. miat's-her-name |i Torpington is— ray fath^i 
wife." 
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• Peek .started. “ Good heavens ! Mt, my dear chi^d, 
\sflat have you to dh with her ? ” • * 

She saiy that he was almost embarrassed, and the know- 
ledge in some curtflus way confused Her. ^ 

She gave a nervous laugh. “ I aft?, going — Spater 
le bourgeois /" • t c* 

“ But furely your grandfather — 

» Grandfafher, po(^ dear, being the bourgeois^ ” 

“ But surely you would*not put yourself in such a false 
position out of ctildwh mischief.’’ ' - ». 

“ N*, of* occurs? 1 shouldn’t,” she "answered sharply. 

” And.T^^e mj^ CTandfathert» I am going because I must.” 

Taki^ fiifs; Kennedy's Appeal from her jfccket, she 
handei it to himf and while he read ^t, studied his f^c^ 
intently. IJe looked worn 4 nd ill. , " , 

At lasf he looked up. “ It is a rather pitih‘ 1 * letter. 
You think yiJu could pot resist it ? ” * ^ 

»" I know I could n.»t',” she returned “simply. “ You 
see it was py father who hurt her so, or* leather he was 
going to be»my father.” ^ ‘ 

” Bifvp-now^tUpt I f%caIT it, surely the Duchess told me 
that you were gdfpg to Irete.nd with her ? ” « 

” The Duch^ counted h*er chickens befpre they were 
^-hatched." . 

" And Lot jAYeoIand — r? ” ^ 

'' Grandfather forbade my* coming ; we are now no 
longePon spe^ng terms.” • 

Peek frowied. “ You ihean that ypu deliberately 
disobeyed him and ran away ? ” t 
4, “ 1^0,*’ she returned, her dark eyfs meeting his grey ones 
with a gaze as steady as \heir o^ ; “ I mean that I am 
my own mistress, •and tH^t I came away.” 

" I beg your pardon. I{ seems a pity. Your grandfather 
is very fond of you.’,’ ’ t 

" Yes, and I of him.” | • « . 

You* will hate Torpington.” • 

“ No I shan’t. ’ I like new places and new people. Then 
you will admit that the situation ha^ .^amatic possibilities ! ” 

*” Oh, as to that, of course. OBut I quite agree with Lord • 
Yeoland that you do not beldhg — rr” 
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• " In tnat g^ey ; which happens to be the iy)mt ! I 
hflong, you see, in no galley — I am a'priTateer.” ** 

“ Poor little privateer," he said half uncoWnpusly, and 
she wag, silent for a Aoment ; she deci^ to fhinli: about 
his remark later, fqfSt meant something. , 

"You see I love dlllmge, and Experience of any kind is 
a f>o<ifi when you’re o*ly sevemeen ! How I wRh I were 
twenty-fi^e ! ’’ * • f , 

“ An unnatural wifh. I saf— ! he broke oil sud- 
denly, an^ sprangkto his fcA. “ Wh|t ojt earth is that ? " , 
She laughed, t'laagh delightfully (Aild^h,* “ I>'s my 
monkey ! Poor Cally boy, dW he 4it oj you^m^Ljquash 
you?" • , • ^ f 

• .The monkey clypg to her whimp#Hnf , and she went on 
*T!!hkii^ litue interoupted, broken, nonsensical, speeches to 
it, as viwnen do to despairing babies. 

He sat <^own and watched her for a momint. She was 
so young, and^o.fjjolish, that shtf rested him, tired as he 
was with ov4‘*Work and political worry. ^ 

“ Look here, Miss’Yeoland," hei^aid^t length, " if I were 
you I should go back to Monk?*'Wolariit-upon word 
I should." • 0 * * 

"And if I.^refyou— " she ^gan, anft then breaking 
off short. * 9 • 

" Well, what ^ , 

" Nothing.” 

"•You evidently delight in mystery ; the fast timh I had 
a talk with yqp, you began* to say sometliing, and then 
refused to go on.” • 

" Yes, silence being golden ! Now ple^ don't*tJrmenW 
me. Some day, if you*are vCfy good— and if I haven’t 
forgotten— I’ll tell you what I going to say. It was 
the same Ihin^each time.” * * 

" Very \yell,” he retumeApolitely, 1 shall live in that 
hope. TRe next station is Iprpington.’’ 

And then, leaning back in his corner he drew his wp 
down over his forehead and did not spealc again until they 
had arrivA at their dHtin^ion. , 

" Does Mrs. Kennedy knlw that you are coming ? " he 
asked,,as*they weift tlvougbtthe little waiting-rpom. 
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‘‘ Ves, I wired her, but I shaU take a cab, as she^ 
Iiaral 3 ^d an^ can*{ come to meet me/* 

I wiJ^ take you in my carriage. Come.** 

She followed I&n in silence and m a few minytes the] 
w^e ploughing through the mud ol the little town, th< 
rain fiiahciously whipping^ the wind^^ /s of the brougham. 

Whey at length the cartiage "stopped, Peele g6>t<Jtt%in 
hdpe4 Vhe two won^en. “ Let me take the bag'; I*ve nc 
footman. This seems to^be thj house. Ah, here comei 
some one.** ' U - a 

• He'Thl^ld^^out his h^d and Pam,o^taxmg it, dung to it 
with-^ sudden ^lasp. I--^hanks for bringing us,** she 
' said hastily. She looked rather pitiful, he thought, and 
very young. 

“ 1*11 come and look you up soon, if I may ? '* ^ 

Oh, yes, please do. It will be such a comforl to have 
you,*** she answered warmly, and then with anotlj^r strong 
shake of his hand, followed Pilgrim int^», the little entry. 
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The maid who opene(^th(i(Joor fed the^wgy up me narrow 
stairs witli*its vivid carpet and brightXrass rods, along the 
corridor to the from of the house, an^fpauwd b^jprg I door. 

“ That’^’er room, miss, aif^ if you'll go on in. I 
the other lidy u[)stairs t« your room." ^ 

The other lady is myniaiil.and W nkc to go up myself 
before* I see your mistress. Wc have had^ a loi]^ journey 
and I sflUuId like some hot water, i)lca,se." ^ ^ 

" Oh, wery gpod, miss, only she I was to bring you 
right away injin’.siife’s been watting very impatient." • 
Pam shru^ed her shoulders. “ Vory well ; gij on uiistairs. 
Pilgrim, I’ll come in a few miniilcs.”* Then ibe kjwked. 

As the door oixincd, and a IlfK^ of >^‘-colourtu light 
poured over fter, she realised ^hat all, ^consciously she 
had made j()iji«<trii'lf a picture pf Mrs. Kennedy and Mrs. 
Kennedy's room whiclr was .ilmost ludicrously wrong ftr 
every detail. » ' V ^ 

She had pictured the woihen to whom shj stood in such 
curtous relation as a small, j)alc [lerson with the beauty 
of patiently lomc suffering in her thin fecc ; she had 
expected th's womaJi to be in a humble, ^rupulous^ clean 
room by a small fire, arable covered with bottles tbside heb 
Instead of which she found l^crjclf accepting a kiss which 
smelt strongly of violet soap, irom a Very fat pink and 
white perton ih a carefully curijd fringe, and an claboraUf 
pink and* white tea-gown, ^and then* sitting down in the 
pinkest and wnitest roomVhc most virginal ii^agination 
could possibly cofleeive. . * 

“ Well| my dear, so you have come I " 

*• “ Yes^ have coniff/’ girl as yet could fmd but Jew 
words. 
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j was a pause, and the “ invalid ^pointing with bl% 

white tuAid that in its pufiy fatness ridiculously reminded 
Plm of Ratty’s, exclaimed, “Oh, my dear, you have your 
father’s fdst ! ’’ *t * 

' Pam drew the foot she had put, on the fendfer back 
undfer Jier skirts with a coijfused feelijjj^ 'that it ought not to 
be like hv father’s ; that Ity h^vin^ such feet she yjasiin 
some curious'vay injuring her hoctess, until that ^dy went 
on ‘cheerfully, and v^ith a iwpid changj of subject evidently 
"habitual to her; '“he had beyrtifuT feet. I kyew you’d 
Tcome.’’,, . * 

Between 4he mvolunkiry d^^e to protest agamst the past 
ntevrs 'a§ed regarding her father and a polite wish do respond 
to the confidence expr^jsed by Mrs. Kennedy, Pam muttered 
something quite incoherent and then aided byan inspire 
tion, added Hastily, “ What a delightful foom this is.”* 

Oh, you like it ! I am glad. When one isiaii* mvalid, 
one’s surroundings ait ui q^amount importance.’* 

Yes, indeed. May I look round aTitue ? ’.’ 

She rose aiid walked abvut. The roopi was long and low, 
and at th£ far end' of it ? CTcat embroidered screen mounted 
in gilded jianelsreoncealed the bed and the washstand. 

The walls wer» p'mk and white, the ijiany cushions and 
^e deep soft arm-chairs v/hite a^id pink, iJ.d the carpet 
a bowery massjjf large substimtial roses, on a fawn-coloured 
ground, of the same cheerfiil e^Iours. 

“I never leave my room any more,” Mrs. Kennedy 
informed her, turning the many valueless rings on her 
hands as she spoke, her fat face broadened by a good- 
natured smile, “ so I made it as tasty 'as I could. And it 
»s tasty, isn’t it ? ” 

" Extremely ; tasty seO.ns to me to be the exact word,” 
,»'etumed Pam, gravely. ' 

As she spoke the maid came in staggenng linder the 
weight of a great over-loaded ti ay. , 

“ I thoi/ght I’d just have a substantial tea to-night, my 
deal',” her hostess explained apologetically. “ I suppose 
you always dine late, but when thereij no gentlenren in thg 
house, the ladies usually dwindl/; to supper, you Imow, and 
Hannah, my cook, mak^ very nice dishes of an evening.’’ 
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,Pam was hungr^>Ad the queer little meal was gooij. ^ 
While she ate, Mrs. Kennedy babbled placidly oif, telliag 
her indeed little, but filling her tired ears with a buninf 
of not unpleasant souqd. ^ • 

She wftuld have, kniw, plenty to think about when 
she was allowed to gci^ bed, buHn the meantime shf ^as 
conifcttable. ' , w # 

“ You ^m to take ^fter the Yeolands, my de|r," the 
invalid observed at length, rousiag hrtyguest from a half- 
reverie, “ hut you have Geojge’s eyes.’/ • 

Pam hoW nevc^^eard h(^ father ^ed George yid it 
sounded strange to he/ ^ »» » • • • 

“ Have " she asked, setting down her cup ; " 
ever said so before. Ei^ry one say^sainc arc lilsf Cal — 
my mo»key’s.* • 

“ Well I declaret You aren’t vain, ate J^oa ? Yes, 
yours ar^darker than his, but then — I’ve scan his l^k*»- 
A’w .'—tragical, ^00 ! ” #•» ^ 

Pam laugji|(^ ^‘^e mine tragical ? ” 

‘‘They are. Yoiy hair is lik{^his,,too, bu^ you look 
like your mother all the same.”, ^ ^ 

” My mother is very Ixiautiful jnu verylKlondc,” shortly. 
‘‘ I don’t look* in ^he least Ir^ her.” ’Tihc remark had 
jarred on hgi, Ji^chow. j \ 

Mrs. Kennedy laid^her large liead on on^_,^ouldcr and 
brought forth a dc^iT^gh. “d have seen her— your mother,” 
she said in a voice ludicrously like a coo. / • 

” Oh ! ” 

" Yes. 1 sec .ihat they have never told youlihe tnith.” 

‘‘ They have never’’ told me anything at all. I’m 'afraid 
my appetite will shock ypu, but* as matter of fact I am 
ravenous.” , 

“ I am glad. Yes, my dear, I eaw her. When you have 
finished eaflng f will tell you almjt it.” 

Pam’s ajipetitii wilted undu: this remark, as was perhaps 
not unnatural, and she sudilenly felt an oven\hclming 
desire for solitude. ’ ' 

‘‘ May I-^I am very tirej^, you will not mind if I go to 
be <5 ? It il rather lateV’ 1 * 

” Oh, certainly ; you mus^ be tired. I have not tned 
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to thank you for coming ’’—Mrs. Kennedy 'took her hand an<^ 
looked’ up at her— "<,it was good of you. Jo-morrow we 
wfll talk.” r 

‘Then the girl, glad to be released, ran upstairs, and a 
little later lay staring into the darkn^, thinking. 

Aft^r aU,'she told her^lf, with yptiihful severity, Mrs. 
Kennedy ^as as old and s,'’itary as siae had written ;.,tl?at 
she was jjat aad dwelt in a room iike a big pink bdnbon had 
no' particular bearing on vthe serious aspects of the case. 
And Pam herselfi haj^ come, if, half out of delight in the 
unusual situation, yef quite half out of^ a feeling that she 
had no altematwie. 

had not reasoned the pase out ; she felt, brought in 
such shrjply suddgp^^epistolary ct^ntact with the woman 
her father had deserted, na equally sadden -lindignatiqu. 
against bar father; she had known e/er since she could 
remember th£^,t Mrs. Kennedy existed, and the idea contained 
no hofror for her. . ^ ^ 

'Her father, when she tliought of himi.: cjDnnection with 
her visit toihis wife^ app^ed to her inner eye as possibly 
disappj;oving, but ,quit^^ cqrtainly amused by her act. 

“rhere was in her case nq^ponscious bowing to the dictates 
of Duty— a sopjal' force ti.at she regarded merely as a 
^tiresome bugbear; she h?d res^nded to Kennedy’s 
appeal, as slw told Christopher Ca..T'‘'^b partly out of keen 
interest in the*'anusual situation, and' partly because it 
seeme^ to hgr, in view of her father’s position, that she 
could do nothing else. And now that she had arrived, 
her own disappointment in the general lajk of pathos in 
her sjujoundings, and the ludicrous character of that 
‘^disappomtment, was by ro means lost on her singularly 
pellucid mind. 

Her last conscious thought as she dropped to sleep in. 
the room whose bluenes: could be compared only to the 
pinkness of the one -under it, ;vas that she was a silly little 
idiot to l^e depressed by the cheerfulness of the poor woman 
she had come todieer, and that she would feel better in the 
morning. 
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“Oh, yes, Miss Pam,»>the kds i§ ver^ood.and Maud, os 
you say, ^ms a |mart yoijng womaifen^ugh, but never- 
theless, this ’ousel li no place for ns.lJj * /f* ' , • 

Pam kicked off her bath slcppers znd jtfeld out ont^t 
'or the st6cking Pilgripi was’ preparing to put ^ on tv 
“ There you are again, Pilly, bemg-^iibud I Whiat right 
hdve the lik*^ of us, if you please, to turn up qur nomadic 
noses at comfortable nest like this ? ’’ * 

“ I’m suit I don’t know what a nomadicAiose isj Mils 
Pam, but while’mine/never set u(j io \x Grecian, I’m sure 
it’s not f/w/,* Wid ^ to the ’ouse, just wait till you’ve seen 
the drawing-room.’’ ' 

With this dark hint the good 'woAian withdrew L.i!6 the 
stronghold of what Pam call(^‘»'her monumental silence, 
and the toilet moceedcd leisurely. It was ’a fine day, and 
the air comiifg’Tn at the widc-o^h window held something 
of spring-like softj;e-''<i'that reminded Pam tbal it was ^e 
last day of March. ■ , 

“ I say, Pilly,’’ she exclaimed, as her handtnaid gave a 
last touch to her interwoven 'plaits, “spring is coming! 
Aren’t you glad I Viqlets, and nice smelly spring mud, and 
new clothes I Hooray !,’’ * 

“ New clothes I Yes, Miss PatiTl,^ou certainly need new 
clothes ; your last summer ones will all be too tight, even 
if we had ’em here, which it is we 'aven’t.’’ " 

Pam danced a few steps, snapping her fingers over her 
head. “ We'll go<o London s4me day, and buy muchpurple 
and fine linen and frankincense and tincture of inyrrEj 
rU write to father for money this very moriiing." 

Pilgrim watched her siiurljf. The good woman had for 
.years honestly believed herself to be not particulariy fond 
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of P^; her love ske thought was Qril* given to Pauln^ 
liut radi possessed the great attraction of wajm-heartedness 
She was capable of more affection in a day than her mothei 
had felt in her whple hfe, barring her Jove ; and really loving 
even while she tormented her old nurse, the girl had, urtcon- 
sclbusly to them both, called forth seething like a passion 
of devot^'on in that nurs^’e grim br&^t. ^ 

Nojy, P^iy,” she said, stopping her dancing, I’m going 
dbwn^^to see Mrs. ^ Kennedy, and afterwards for a walk; 
Caliban must stay Vith you. Gh — ^and before^I go out I 
must write '' few .words to gfandfathej,^poor 'dear; he’ll 
be veiy lonely put the writing things in your 

^^a^erious drawmg-room, you ? ” 

An irour later s^e burst into the silent sea of that gor- 
geous "apartment, and faUing on the bhotting book like a 
hungry dog on a bone, began to write at lightning speed, 
bursting inter soft chuckles as her pen flew over thf paper. 


* “ Dear (Jrandfathei^— Don’t drbv* -dead, at my cheek 
in wishing 70 U were here ! For even though' you rage and 
wriggle yo"hr eyebrows, lilfe the devil, I do wish it ! It’s 
all too good to"‘Se true*J .and it’s horrible having no one 
to enjoy it with me ! * 

.... ‘"‘Cousin Susie’ (that's what I have“'"^^ rail her, and 
doesn’t it remind you of “this m^’'^ father is my father’s 
son ! ’) is perfect, and th4 hoi^se quii^ Che most delicious 
things in the world. But I 'must begin at the beginning. 
James Peele was in our compartment yesterday, ^ and 
scolded me Roundly for coming. It musb be consohng to 
^you to^ have ev^ry one take your sWe ! It appears that 
he has a house near here. He saft on Cally (who is very 
homesick and sends yen many kisses), but otherwise was 
^ very agreea^hl®. ^ We reached the house at about eight, 
and I was conducted at mce to ‘ Cousin Sftsie’s^room.’ 

“ It is all pink I felt asj if I had crawled into a big 
raspberf^ fondant, and I must look like a fly iff it. I’m so 
black. And she is as pink as the reJom, hugely fat, and 
curiously smooth-looking; a lovely skin gone to waste, 
and round blue eyes, and a s\feetly curled ‘ front.’ I i^ras 
disappointed at fet to find her so chirpy and contented, * 



PAM I7g^ 

foi^i had got all nicely screwed up to tend the siok^and ‘ 
smooth pillows, as Cazzy says, but since' Tve seen her thi^, 
morning, I am more than consoled. She is so glad to have 
me, and t;j) hear all aboat Monies* Yeoland,'^d evely thing. 
She hasn't said mucl^r^ut father yet. but she thinks Tgi 
like him in some waysy I expects slic’d cry a little Over 
me, JbrI cajne so near oejing hers.you know, but^sh? hasn’t 
cried a tear. I 'think she is [X'rfectlyjliappy in hcv^ way^ 
only lonely, and that she thinks ^of U\^vr as l)eing*still 
young. Sh^ was quite angr)^ with m/lliis morning for 
saying that he’s gcl^ng fat. (He is, 

“This room in which I’m writing thp^(lrawrng-roqp ; 
all bright gilt and red stuf^ almost like satin. Father 
lived here; she came after her ‘ niisfot u\ne ’ (that^ what 
she calls father’s running off with mother). She’s lived 
all alon# e^j^r since the ‘ misfortune,’ and lorVars she has 
been perfectly helpless— paralysis in the lejfe. Alhher^' 
relatives are dead. l^Vt it funnjLtnat^iii spiL^of all the, 
sad things t’^u4ia^e hapinmed to the jKior thing, one 
doesn't pity her? Ftried like m.;d t(> Ix^ soiry lor her 
when she showed me her miniatuT* (she mist have i!)cen 
awfully pretty I), and father’s, ty^en just after they were 
married, and then I l.Kjked back at her hiige'rosy face and 
couldn't be soVr^'" 

" Isn't it all to|>sv /ofvy ? Now I’ll go (j"!! and i)rowI 
about until I find the post-olfice and simd this off to you. 

I do bppe your gout is iKdter. Don’t lie tex) anfjry with me, 
dearest G. F. ; I'm not a bit hngry with you. any more, 
and I love you very much. 

'The young girl addressed her letter and then with a 
final glance ^t th^ splendour of thc^ apartment, went again 
to her hostess' room. 

Mrs. Kenaikly had by this time finished her toilette and 
wore a rose-coloured> tea-gown evidently made in Paris ^ 
and as evidently made for quite other uses than being 
worn by a niore than nwdlc figed paralytic in an English^ 
provincial t8wn. 

" By ber,^^a. sharp contract in ,^er ill-ra^c serge foot and 
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^ skirt, and a flat felt nat attached to ner head by the 
•omin^ means of nairow elastic band ^at had dra¥ 
\he scanty knot of dun-coloured hair into a Grecian pt\ 
minenceeminently disadvantageous^ to her chinless profil 
sat another woman whom Mrs. Kennedy introduced to he 
guest as her dearest friend, Miss 
Pam'gave her hand tin this Jady, who squeezed withou 
shaking it, laying with a great display of teeth like an ot 
Worse’s, and a cu!>ious tienlor in hgr voice, ” I knew yoi 
would come ! V ^ ^ 

“ pid yot>^‘ inched, returned the g/1, l(X)kiIig like hei 
granciihtber. ^ i ,, 

^ fes. Nobl^se oblige^ I knew you coulJ not refuse 
deare§1^ Susie’s app'^al ! ” 

'' Very kind of you, Fiir sure. I WdS vei y glad to* be 
able to be us^iful to — to any one.” 

Mjss Bofron’s face again underwent the paroxysmal 
eclipse behifid her teeth that ungenercus Nature had 
given her as a smile, ^ ^ 

” Of cojlrse, to any oife, and to her; of all people. I said 
to her, didn’t Susie*. ' Anything she can do w^ be done, 
if she has a heart in her b^som.’ ” 

Pam, rather surprised at the excitement displayed in the 
stranger’s voice, restrained herself with i.^msthing of an 
effort from hpxing her little twi:r<r e^, and turned to 
Mrs. Kennedy. ^ • 

I am going for a walk ; is there anything I can do 
for you ? ” 

As she spoke, her letter slipped^ from her hand, face 
^ upwlr.ds, and before she could reacn it, Miss Botson had 
picked it up and returned it to. her. “Your dear grand- 
father must mis^s you, I am sure.” 

Again P?m longed tc^^injure her, and with a hasty bow, 
left the room and wenl*out into the fresli sunny morning. 

“ Loathsome crCature,” she thought, skippiiig across the 
muddy» street and turning to the If ft. “ How she did 
Stare at me. P shan’t be able to stand much oiher !*' 

The town, she found, was^Tjal and ugly; rows^and 
rows of dingy houses, a chea^y-built street of unattractive, 
shops, severd churches, in which she took not the slightest 

V ^ ^ . 
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Iiftetest, and then more houses. ^Vhen she had fotmd the 
bqst-office and flropj^d her letter into the box, she stoolj 
pr a moment looking up and down the ^eepy street 
wndering which wayto go. ’’ ‘ 

^ " I wish I could ga^Kout into a country road," she said 
to herself. It was a oxy when t^ most urban mind turns 
to thpughjp. , J ' ^ 

A rosy-faced country woman, entering ^e post-oflS:^ with 
i basket qn her arm? solved the proyem by telling her 
to cross tip street and talic? the lane ?o iter l(;ft. " Grey 
Mare Lane, Miss; tl'^ grey mare willc|rr/ ye^quick/.o our 
side of the town— much the Anest, %q mformant lold 
her, and vi^th a laugh .at thC joke, Pam followed 

j. .. ° n" 

di{ections. 

In half an hour^s,time she was rushing full tilt down a 
deeply* sink country road, sidashing through the wet clay 
with chilj^sh pleasure, stuffing the ^mild, dpnp air and 
studying the^d2rk ^u6s on the hctlgerows w.th the deep 
though poss)t)iypassing interest of the stranger.,^ 

" Good old sky, hdw blue you aJ^e ! , ’ 

She was only seventeen, an(r^p<.iscssi.^i more capacity 
lor both joy ami sorrow, than r’.ic-tenlhs of the women in 
England that sang and talked to hei|:il in her delight 
tliat wintef tv^ver. , * 

Mrs. Kennedy/: not, what she shoo'd have been; 
Lord Yeoland was angry, and jt would take more than that 
sausy letter to soften him ; she had only six shillings in her 
purse ; Evelyn was a donke 3 /,’and Cecil Morecambe a fool ; 
not a soul on* eart^ approved of her behaviour : Pil- 
grim was grumpy ; anc\ Miss Hotson cxist6d. All, of these 
things were both incontrcA^crtiblb ayd unpleasant, but what 
were they weighed against seventeen years and the first 
mild morning ii the spring ? 
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Two or three day^j later Mrs. Kennedy gaw : Pam her 
version, a ^refully^ detailed' version,- punctuiited by a 
startling vhnt!..7 of> emotional smiles and tears, of her 
.^‘^rn.rfortune.'’ 

It was a dull, ds^k day, and the three windows, behind 
their ibsy curtains, were grey with raih. Prjn sat in* a 
low chain by tt'e fire, opposite her hostess who, having run 
the gamut o' her tea-gowns, was again wearin;^ 'The much- 
frilM one in ^>vhich *he girl had first seen her. Semething 
of her early Surprise at the results of a'lo.'.g I’fp of misfortune 
and disappointment came over Pam again as shd watched the 
complaisanV pink face bepding with what was perilously 
near being a smif^ over tn^ open drawer of the table at her 
elbow. . ''' 

^,If she had evcY;been di^osed to lambt e6->r her father’s 
sin, the sigbt of lus victim's comfe ‘■’ble person, perfectly 
self;satisfied in her prejxisterously pinic setting, would 
doubtless have been a certani' consolation ; as it was, she 
awaited her companion’s fi’^st words with a mixture' of 
disdain and kmusement. “ 

“ This pocket-book was his, Pamela’; and all his letters 
io me arc in it. Take them and rbad them. There ain’t 
many.” 

^ Pam felt a jpangi as she 'ook the worn old green leather 
receptacle. No, she could not fancy her "haniSome, idle 
• father writing many 'letters to this poor wpman.-^^And yet . 
he had mCirned her ! 

Half reluctantly the young girl took out the letters, 
each of which was in its envelojM. _ » ^ 

V Read ’em in order, my de^ ; I’ve numbered theiB, 
you see ; they explain themselves." 
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^usan Kennedy ^ke carefuUy, slowly, and ,with m 
certain pomp (#f voice. The occasion Vas a sort of ccr$ 
mony, Pam realised, as she opened the first letter, which 

was addressed to Miss* Susan Chiddick. 

DEAR Miss C^ddick, — L am sending you tfl-day 
the d8py (jf TcMj'son | Lwics vroich you kin^y laid you 
would accept Irom me. Please reac^ ^ic markefl,onM. 
Hoping to see you to-ftiorrow at Mrs. Brown’s, 

* " Tain, yours #(nc?rcl\\ 

The writing was larger. than Her father’s as the dri knew 
it, ^ and much moy? distinct. The sec find and thnrd notes 
were much hke the (irst, one referring to a oronused walk, 
the otfier^about a song she had sent him. Tfie fourth 
startled |jer^ for it beraif abruptly : After ahe way yo^ 
treated me l^ ^^ igljitr I cannot wtnture to thmk that yuu 
would care v5l?e me before I go back to Londoi}^." " How 
had you treated himV’ she askedf looking up W find Mrs. 
Kennedy’s eyes proudly fixed oft#}f.*r 
“ ’Orrici, mynicar, horrid. a J>all, and I took 

a fancy not tc^ danct with him ; a girl's j#1rk. He stood 
in a comef ifld glared -at mo, l>oor lySr,” Her broafl' 
flabby face assunjccya' coqpcttifh smile tl>it struck Pam 
as very pathetic, though so ludicrous^ ^ 

\\iithout answering, the girl went hack td the fetter : 

If I have offeyded you, plca'se let me knovsahow, that I 
may beg your pardor>; if you were only i)laymg with me, 
there is no object in my paying on here anj^onger, /<j. K."i 
“ Proud as a peaccxk, tvasn’f hc^ " 

“ Apparently. What did you answer ? 

“ Read tie naKt letter.'" ^ 

As she read the next one, a slow flysh crept up under 
Pam’s cle^*skin.^ It was a love-letter, full of shoi^ quota- 
tions, but also fun of sincerity and happiness. Hgr 
father had ^really loved this woman in the offensively 
/pink gown! • n ^ 

> gave ner pride a shock. Then, looking up, the honest 
'^Tfendemeis.in Mrs. Kemjedy'aJfadcd biye eyes touched her 
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** Oh, yes. \Ye were married in August, and went to 
Scotland bn our tbur. He was rery handsome theu.^' 

1* And you were — ^lovely.** 

‘‘ Yes^ I was a pretty girl. He ^was proud of me, ,too. 
Go on, rea4^ the rest.'* " ^ ’ 

rThe Aext letter, ^ddresf^d to Mrs. George Kennedy, was 
written a year ant^ a half lat^, and was fuU of great 
enthusiasm, and ^ope. It described the writer’s "Ringing for 
a great,ItaJian,,tfn’or,kto whom one cf ^hi. partners of the 
^l^ro^’s firm in ishicii he wki a clerk rJad introduced him. 

^He^ijays my voice is Wonderful, Susie dear, and that 
after a couple of years’ study I can cfjmmand my own 
price, for-j^pera singing ! Isn’t it gloripus, little woman ? ” 
'‘You werg very proud, I suppose ? ” asked Pam, folding 
ihe fetter a^d retyiping it caiefu^y to itS yellowing 
envelope. » , 

" Proud Wasn’t I ? But it was the 'Qruse of the 
whole troiible, my deal, after all. You see, the Platts 
(that was the firm, Pltitt and Roberts) took him up and 
used to invite hin}^ to diniler, to have him sing for them and 
their friends. i'‘e had always sung like a bird, any way, 
^d he learned ^o end of songr^in a feW months. It 
turned his head ! ” ^ 

It^am flushed again.^ " And then he sang in opera ? His 
dSbuty I know, was in Faust, Mother told me that oncei’* 

" Yes. I was there, but he had got far beyond me by 
that time. Not that he wasn’t kind. He was always kind, 
<^but he i\ad got used to being with great ladies, you know, 
and he felt the differei;^ce. And then he went to Monks’ 
Yeoland and met your mother.” She paused. It was 
almost ludicrously evidyit that all the Httemess of her 
desertion had long ^since gone ; she was enjpying her own 
retrospe^ive emotion, and her position as herotne of the 
story she told. ,Pam listened gravely. 

” Your grandfather had met him somewhere^ gone mad 
oyer his singing, and at last took him down into the country. 

I hadn’t seen George (’e’d changed his name when he weh^ 
on the stage, you Ipow, but^not legally until I refused t6 
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divorce him) for two months, bat when be came boma 
after that visit I knew something had* happened. And |d 
do him justice, he didn’t deny it. ‘ George,' 1 said, * What 
is it ? ’ , And he said* to me, ‘ Susie, my*poor gifl, I'm the 
wretchedest man ip.^he world 1 ’ And then he told me. 
He. wanted me to diworce 'im, you know, but I did* draw 
the^Ihe tljerej^ And ftjen he ra^ and coaxe(^ arifi coaxed 
and raged by turns, for weeks. At la^ he wenttiown*to 
Monks’ ^i^land agdin and they had .ft out. You know 
the rest. 7 What they di^.* added tire sfreak^ cheerfully, 
" blighted my life ever.” ^ 

Pam almost bur^ out lauding, i ^ ^ 

" Did you really care^o vei^ much ?^’ she asked. 

. “ Did I care ?, My dear, I — loved liim.” Antf.the girl 
saw that it* was th^ truth. * • 

“ I *be^ your pardon, only — you seem s^-^so* content^ 

TimV’ ,^iareJ Mrs. Kfnnc'dy sole^ly, "is, a 
universal jgiWcea.*’ ^ 

After a moment she added, ^ Read pie Q^er letters. 


There are only two,' ^ 

The first of ihe two was ver 3 ^ng and written by a man 
nearly out oh his mind with passion anMiain. It was an 
appeal alllldSf magnifiouit, to, pride Aat did not 
to a generosity #thit I few ^womcn haw qjvncd, and which 
certainly did not belong to 4he one ,to whom it was nfhdc. 
The upshot of her refusing to pvc him the liberty for 
which he begged, would be, fie said, not in bis returning to 
her, but in his sho«ting hirnsclf. It was for her to drive 

him to his death. , , „ u * 

“ Your mother, you Ifnow,”* began Mrs. Kennedy, when 
Pam had reached this point, " decided that / The day 
after I g«t that letter I bought my ticket*(3Ccond cla^ 
and went to Monks’ Yeoland. *1 wm on my way to thj 
house w4i*en^ met her in the avenue. When I told 
who I was she turned white, and then took me ^to 
a ruin near the house, where a big tree grows, and 
told me for he^Jfert she did not 
aout tfie divorce. It was George ( Guy •[“ 
him) that she wanted, ^ that pow Idirelused the 



(iivorce jhe would telegrs^h him to ccftne and they’d go o8 
t(^ether.” " ^ • 

Pam nodded. And they went.” 

“They^did. Gnce they’d gope, h nearly went, off my 
^ head. Of course, between she and there was no com- 
parison, though I was pretty, and she was ten years 
younger, too^ But I’d low d George xor ye^rs, and hd~was 
mijie.”^ ' 

There is a good o^al of truth in that simple^ argument 
** he is mir^," ind^ Pam silently acknowledgtil it. A 
minute, later sha^dced. ” You went to^c my grandfather 
^knQw.^’ * f r 

Yes, You see, Fd always heajd that repentance isn’t 
long in rooming in suth cases, and I thought that she was 
probably siqk and tired of being— /—/AW. George 
always hated, t!;ars and moping, so I thought — u” 

" ‘ You thought that mother wo^iJdjhave begUn to bore 
him with reKorse ! ‘And ,+hat he’d Lc glad of an excuse 
to leave her ! ” " ^ 

Pam’s eyes shone with relighted amusement. 

” Yes. It woufdn’t W^e.-been the first time that it has 
hap))ened. But as you kftvxW it didn’t happen this time. 
His lordship waswery pleasant, I must say.”,, 

*Pam rose and ^^pt to a v^indow^lo hide hht face. How 
her grandfather ^wou^d have enjoyed "*ehe, recital she had 
jusK heard! The woman in^ question, the one who had 
made ail the b'ouble by stealing the other one’s husband, 
was the daughter of the one, the mother of the other, but 
they would have equally rejoiced the unconscious 
aj^surdiths of the half-pathetic vict^. 

” And they are still ha^py ? ” ‘ 

The girl turned. ” Absolutely,” she returned, with 
vmphasis. ” K does seeAi absurdly unjust, course, 
but they are both as happy as the day is long, and as good 
as gold.” . * • ^ 

“ Good ? ” Mrs. Kennedy, perhaps naturally, did not 
uncierstand. 

”I mean kind and cheerful ai>J ^nerous.” • 

Inwardly she asked herself what would have Been the 

result of a spbmission on her i^othe^’s part to tha J^ws of 
^ * * 
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Cod and nian ? Siil could not imapne her existing witl^ 
out her father-i nor him withoufher. • Would the* glow ^ 
conscious virtue have given them as much as had tfic 
splendid hfe they had stolen ? # 

She doubted it, or rather she was sure in her young n^ind 
that her mother, ^(^out her father, would have •been 
a Witer, unhappy woman,* a jour neither to herstlf nor to 
others. • ^ ^ ^ 

Being herself muoh cleverer ftianttuhnc could* under 
any possitle circumstancfi^ have bec6m^, the young girl 
wasted ntf thought^ cgi the intellectual #leveldpmcnt^which 
might have console\some WQpien, njr ow^omfbrt of fjjety 
and good vforks. • ^ a 

She believed without Veasoning on <hc subject^fiat her 
n!other, in ^eveRping her )>(^wcrs for happiness, nad dc- 
velop(Xi tjj^c best that was in her ; and thu^sceiflcd to her 
to be enough. I y ‘ ^ • 

And this was whaf sne had ijcarft^in sayii\g that thc^ 
were good.^^^ 

Mrs. Kennedy wa^ silent for | fowtininuti*;?* and then 
with a loud sigh, took the i>ock(#J^k laid it away in 
the drawer. V^hen she had dtjy^ tins Pain (Mine hack to 
the chair iii which die had lK‘en sitting, ^d liMning with 
both haixi^iK its back,^said al)ru|)tly,^And when ymi 
asked me to conij, what did yJ^u waij^^e to do ? 

“To do — why — just w'hift,you have done, my dearS" 

“ But you don’t peed me.” * • • 

‘^That’s what Anna said ycfli’d say. I don^t see why ! 

“ Who’s Ann5 ? ’\ 

” Anna Botson.” • • 

“ How dues Miss Botioii knownv^at I’d say ? She can’t 
have known what I was going to say, f^r I didn’t know 
myself, unyl a yiinute ago.” • • 

“ Well, she guessed. Anna i^cry sympathetic.” 

” Oh ! iVelP— *iow tliat I am here-Are you glaj ? ” 

Pam herself did .not look particularly glad, and Mrs. 
Kennedy flushed. * ^ 

” Of coufte I’m glad.«4i was kind of you. No, don t 
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Ilion’t seem^to be'of much use. Maud is so extremely 
capable,” she coijcluded appreciatively. 

^ ” You didn’t exj)ect to find me dependent on yop for- 
* for<per8onal services ? I’ve always hyed like a lady, my 
dear.” Kennedy was almost oiended. 

” Of coui^ not^. but-^eel useless. Ym letter, jfou 
sef, difl hot prepai ' me for such a— a channine; house, and 
aUthat: ^ , 

, Mrs. Kenndy'biidled. “ies; it is a gerjteel little 
place.' Jo-mdrjj(|w one or two ladiec. jjre- coining to tea; 
^^JhahyTll be plea^nt 'or you,” 

Pain,^ad a horrible vision of tl^e ladies drinking tea. 

” MrS; Nickerson Is very nice ; she h^ been in Paris 
twice ; her husband is the dentist, and quite the gentle- 
man.” ^ ^ 

” Yes, dentists usually have— e/jtriyinely good mcmners,” 
apswered tkc girl, lhe}+ are very amiable.” Then she 
burst out laughing at the absurdity ot her uwt remark. 

” I hav&,a headache, ".she said, " I think I’ll go for a 
walk.” 

^ Mrs. Kennedy podded. • ” Yes, do,” she said kindly, 
”^the sun seems be coming out.” 
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TKe air ^as warm and •moist, and .thck lumpy ploughed 
fields steimed in thc^leasant sun. ^ ^ 

Pam tramped a^g, thro^h the hca\ 3 rday, gllS to be 
in the air tgain, glid that th^ rain naif stoppd, glJdtlut 
there was a chance of finding some kind of a sm^ flower 
cowering under 1 bank. • * 

Sh* did not know which flower to expect, bhtikncw that 
the mild^ring with its coaxing rains *had 'laked the md 
earth eaflier tljan usAj^id there waftpleasurcin^not* know* 
ing wheth^lVD»first flower wouft be a violet or a primrose. 

She wasTired of thinking about her father and his erst- 
while wife f she was a little hom^ick for Morfks’ Yeoland, 
whence no word had come, and^j^ had 1^’gun to think that 
having one’s own ^Jay, though charming^an also prove a 
disappoin^qjj/ht. So it was pleasant Ijmpiy her mipd 
of thought, and hold it up to Hi filled ty the S|)ring day. 

Presently the Toad tool* a sfiarp tlfni to the right, ;^d 
crawling up a low hill stretch'efl on again flat ^d gleiyning im 
the sun, towards a small park enclosed by a rough stone 
wall. • , » * 

" I wish that wei% Mr. Peele’s place, apd he’d (;ome out 
of the gate as I pass,”*siie thcjight, recalling her travelling 
companion for the first time. “ What a^ brute he is not to 
come to look me up ! ” It was»cooler on the upland, and^ 
she rebutfoneefter jacket. " PiUy and I must go to London 
and get me goqje clqthes ; ” she went on ; " the seams oP 
this old tning are at bursting-point, and 1 couldn’t get into 
the blue one to save my life I " • • 

She cairib to the com^f the old park wall as she spoke 
afoud tolberself , and g(^ to it drew herself up and peered 
over it. 
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^ The house she coul^ see but dimly ^ough a plantation 
.of^ firs planted betv/een n and the north-east, but its 
chimneys wer^ all asmoke, and to one side of it a gardener 
was busy -at woi^k on a tulip ^d, whistling, ‘‘ Tell me, 
rpret^y maiden,'' a quarter of a tone flat, but joyously. 

‘‘ Oil dear, there are bound to be nice people in there ; 
girls and'^bo)^, and a jolly c^d grandfather, perhaps ! KT)w 
di^usting it Is to ?e on the wrolig side of tl5\/ wall ! " 
Quitfe suddenly tfie* sadness that is in the spring caught 
her by the tl^oat,^and her eyes iiMed with lonely lears. 

The f^ardeqer wa^ still whistling, and as she step^d back 
froni the wall, a dog yapped in tb:< distance. 

' The house with its unknown inmates, the people who 
owned thG dog, who were going to enjoy the tulips, inspired 
the girl with the greatest interest and curiosity. 

I supple Fm homesick, because this place looks like 
a hom^," she^thou^ht. “ Think I'll walk all .ound the 
wall, and perhaps I’ll see spme of tliem." ^ 

The tangle of dead grass under the wall was^ soaked and 
slippery, bift she started, off, stopping now'^and then 
to climb up and peer o];ydnto the enchanted* unknown, 
full of pleasure in her ide''. The house, she found, after 
turning the first iiigle of the wall, was a small, shabby 
olct place, coverecJSvith cr,eepers that hung fc“^G.nly even 
from the graceful, ^wisted chimneys. looked rather 
des^* ted, too, in 4n indefinable way. 

'' I believe i^ is James Peele's place," she decided sud- 
denly, " it looks like him, somehow. Oh, there's some one 
in the window ! " 

t And the man vho came to the window, holding a glass 
of some r^d liquid to the light, and looking critically at it, 
was really no other than the Duchess's future son-in- 
law. 

The house being set so far back from the entrance gates 
to which J^am was now nearly opposHe, was so near the 
wall to which the girl clung that she at once recognised him 
with a laugh of pleasure, and a conscious lack of surprise. 
“ Oh, I do hope he will see me ! " 

Tne wall was a little sunken here, and with the aid of a 
low beech brfuich, she swung he’^lf up, and sat down oppo- 



the wndow. i^ele still stood Jit ii, lodking his 
gla^. First he tasted its contents, then he exaihincd i^ 
again. A cross light behind him threw his^ slight figui^ 
into strong relief, and Pam could see ey^n his jt houghful 
frown as he tasted the wirffe. 

“ Oh, please look nt^ me ! she said aloud. “ What I'f 1 
wavg(i my cap ? Or ’J sup|x>se I really am too cld to do 
that!" ^ ^ ^ c- ) 

Just then Peele rjysed his eyt^ and s;iw her. She s4t 
perfectly s^ill, staring gravx'^y hack at hiri until he calle<l 
out, " Arc-^you a ghost ? " 

" I am ! Whal i^that red stuff in tlie glass ^ 

" That re i stuff is^ane. Wll youlhTVe some ? ” * 

“ No, thanks. You reminded me of Faust, stoitng so 
solemnly at ’t." 

He Jaughed. " Well, this is a sur])ns<' to -find you 
perched liVfe a monkey on my gardiTc wall I Though, 'A 
he added, leaning out h'.vards her, !i is not the first time 
I have seen you jx'reh^l on a wa'il ! " 

" May I c^Sme in and sit your garden ? " •» 

"May yop ! Please do. Til i'ome out." * 

He disa])|>i‘ared, and a mone^^Y later^ ‘met her as she 
crossed tlic spriTigy lawn to a freshly graxTlIed |>alh. 

" I am v^^>r^*glad to see you," he Ix-ga'^ cordially, " d»d 
you walk ? 

" Of course. been prowling a/tmg your wall ima- 
gining the family who live hert*— aruhit’s you ! " . 

'^Oh, you didn’t know, then ? " 

She looked him. " No-r-how should I Iftive known ? 
Did you think I caiUe on pur))ose ? I probably would 
have, however," she added cargicssly, " if I had'- known. 
Oh, what a dear old {xirch ! " * 

" Yes, it's a nice little house. I hadn't Ixrn near it for 
nearly ten Vear#. and it’s rather rm down, but now, I—" 
he hesitatei^. j 

" Havjr^g it s^vept ""and garnished for Lady Henrietta, 
are you ? When is* the wedding to be ? " ♦ 

" Some time in the aujumn ; but I don't imagine Lady 
Hehrietta''jwill care muefi^r the old place." " 

The gardener who was working in the front of the hnn«« 
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Jooked arotlad ctmoisly at the new-chtner, as she sat ddw 
«ii the base of an o7d suntdial, and took of( her hat. “It 
il warm to-day,” she said. 

" Yes, we shaE have an early summer." 

Peele looked worse than sh^ had thought in file train, 
and»6he saw that his hair had growft much greyer since 
the wiflter, an^ that there w^re deep lines in his /;lear, 
Cj^lourlers sfan. ^ « r. - i 

" You had better tkke jf'good long rest,” she said abruptly, 
after a papse. o • o 

“ W|Sy ? ^at do you me^ ? ** ^ 

“ I mean tha't .you ^ust been /verworking horribly 

to look like that/"' 6 

Y?)ifre not complimentary. Do I look badly ? 

“ Dreadfully/* with emphasis. Wh^t is ^.t, heart ? *' 
** What* a' little wiseacre you are ! No ; Fm not ^11, but 
politicos is a*hard trade. Tve come here for the rest you 
advise/' he went on, smiling at herV ^^d aip taking a tonic. 
Woiild you like to see the house ? " ^ . 

He madS the prpposal^as simply a? he would have done 
to a child of tensor to jl young boy, and she accepted it in 
the same spirit. 

Together the}^ent into the dark old hall which was not 
rithout charm, though it had no pretensions. t,cHsplendour, 
md into the libra — the/room where ^e had been when 
hp*discovered hSr. 

** The draydng-room is quite dismantled ; my mother 
lied when I was bom, and no one has Uved in it since ; 
this was my 'lather's room, aiid I like it, too." 

It W 9 S a low ^nom lined with boolb and furnished with 
old-fashibned comfort. Eapers arid pamphlets lay about 
m the tables, and eveif on the chairs. 

‘‘ It is comfy ; only— this the way you rest ? " she 
isked, waving her handi«.t the signs of mental® work, 

" I can't idle, and to knit I am ashame^,'^ he ^answered, 

'* you have no idea what a pull it is to me, to have, to come 
heVe and — stagnate," she started at the sudden passion in 
bis yoice ; his face had stiffenei^i^to the cold mask it had 
brfin that evening when she had first seen himj and ihe 
suddenly ifli very young, apd very insignificant, as she 
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idalised the political Importance that L ^vxucuuy left hinoj 
self to be riskiag by this enforced retirement., »* 

" Tired people can’t do good work,” s^e ventured with 
a slight, hesitation, 'f You. have seen a ’doctor V 
“ Of course I hav?,” he cried irritably, “ should I be lifere 
unless I had been sent; do you think ? ” > 

Tnfen he went on, emptying r, chair o1 Its j^iapera, “ Do 
sit down, you have had a long yjalk.’o ’ . ■> 

She obeyed, sitting q\netly, frowning at her clasped 
hands. SJie had come in to see the house, hvt they had 
both forgotten that, t He was again fighting ’^ainit the 
despair he Ijad trieo^to forget^’and slnr>was thinkingiwhat 
she could say to influence him to take the so imperatively 
needed rest, and ^wondering at the sudden feeling * 0 ! inti- 
macy with Him. , * 

“ 'Wnat^loes Lady Henrietta think about’ it all ? ” shj 
asked aMeugth. , , , ^ ’ 

” About w^at ? health ? I’m sure I ddn’t knoyi* 
or rather sb^ doesn't >mow that there’s anything wrong.” 

Pam stared. ‘‘You mean th-t yoU haven’ il told her 
you are ill ? For you are ill, aiSi I must have been blind 
not to see it, even in the dark cairftge the pther evening.” 

“ No, I havp not told her ! What goo;u would it do ? " 
He rose arid walked restlessly about /me narrow room. 
‘‘She couldn’t he'p it, cou|d she , 

“ No. But she — oh. I’d hate you„for it if it were me'i' 
Yq\i ought to tell her ! ” ^ 1 ' 

“ Nonsense. ^Come, I was going to show you the pictures, 
wasn’t I ? ” 

She rose, frowning. ‘,‘ Bother the pictures. Look here,’ 
Mr. Peele, why don’t y6u tell hw ? You are horribly 
lonely, and it’s frightful to be lonely when one’s ill. She 
and the Duchess.have a right to cqme and look after you ! ” ’ 
She seemed very childish in her Vehemence, and his dark 
face softe.ied fo a smile as he watched her. '' My dear 
Miss Pafh, please don’t scold me. I am fired out, that’s^ 
all, and I want quiet, and the solitude you abhor. That’s'’ 
why I ran away here vfiJJout telling any one— not evan 
Lady Heioietta. Now come, I have a Reynolds I want 
to show you.” 
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, She. follM/jd himC dowly ap thef ^shallow, oncarpef^ 
-stairs, amd into a long narrow gallery Uned ijdth pictures. 
“^Pede openbd a window letting in a gu^ of sweet air 
and a long streaKcof sunlight. 

‘iOh, there it is!” Pam' loved pictures, ^ the 
ReyTsolds was a charming one of a, ^ charming woman, but 
her brain was tcfo busy to folloY? her, eyes, and she stood in 
front of*the‘'can\^ staring vacantly at it. • 

'* Well 1 You lik6 it ?^’ 

" Yes, very much. Oh, dea.' I ” 

“ What it ? what is the matter ? ” he askfd, in some 
alj^, for her face was ful' of acute, distress, and he did 
not connect it with himself. * 

“ Nbtiring. Only I wish you’d tell her ! Doesn't she 
knoW where you are ? ” ‘ •» 

He sighed impatiently. ” What a pertinacious person 
you are ! NV). AS you insist on having information, I will 
tell you that Lady*- Henrietta, al well as., every one else 
Who has any interest in me, belit-'es me be on the 
ContinentJ^ , ^ 

” Oh, I see.” \ Her yoice had changed from a tone of 
helpless anxiety to one complete comprehension. 

“ What do ymf mean ? ” he asked, wondering. 

• “ I mean th^ I understand. You wanf/ffha compkU 
change. Well, I Vn a chsfnge, so I hojje you won’t mind 
jgjjr coming sonfe tinfes toWlryou up r' 

“ I .fhall be profoundly {fateful,” he returned laughing. 
" Will you stay and lunch v.ith me to-day ? ” 

This, however, she refused to do, and soon after took 
Jier leave. 

Peele‘ walked with her to the gateway on the high 
road, and when she hhd gone, stood looking after her as 
she sped along in the rin. She had interested him, in 
spite of her persistence, nr rather, she had for a time kept 
his mind from working hopelessly pn ijji its treadmill of 
thought,' and thus had rested him. ^ 1 

" A funny Uttie creature,” he thought, turning back under 
the trees, “ and I quite forgot tf j'>sk her how she is getting 
oti with her father’s wife 1 ’* ^ 



V:hApt£r VI/' 

» . 

» » " ViLi^ Arcadie, April 6, 

” My DtfAR Pam,— We have just come back^om a prowl 
in Andalusia, and Vd your le^er reached me clply jfsterday. 
My dear fhiJd, I );ardly kngw wl/JTto say to y(A.* Un* 
doubtedly, you should* have obeyed your grandfather, and 
not gone 4o TCrpington, but then, on the other hand, you 
wer& in & position to judge for yourself, the facts 
of the case were known to you. Neither mother por 

I feel -that have ? right to exjiit obedience ffom you. 
Rightly or'wrongly^^e have jfllowed you ali^ays to dQ as 
you think best, and I am convinced, as a matter of fact, 
that you possess a greater share of that m(5s*t uncommon 
quality called common sense, t^^ either'she or I. You are 
in a curious ^ositign, of course, but Susan Kennedy, I am 
sure, isrffjP'the excellent woman she always was, and your 
sojourn with hg cannot hurt^bu in "Jiy real sense. That^ 
you have quarrelled with your graftdiatker is a great^ity, 
but on the whole I feel thht as the step^is no^ un 'l'x*} 
accompli, there remains for me nothing to do, beyond 
assuring you what you already know, fhat when Mrs. 
Kennedy has had* enough of you, we^shall be delighted 
to see you back heres , The g^den is ^eady enchanting, 
and the whole world seems full of the smell of violets I 
“ Youj, affectionate father, 

“ G. S."* 

“ P..^.‘^renclose« cheque for somekJothes. Xour mother, 
who Sends you her love, sends you one or twosLondon 
addresses, and bids you have new stays made beforf you 
look u^ the dressing?*!.'' 

Pam sat on the end of Peele’s library table, and swung 
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fedt whill he, lyiJig on a couch the fire, read thfi 
^tetter, ft was raining harcf, and in place of htr boots, which 
were drying, 'sh<j had on a pair of his sUppers, and as 
she studied his incredulous fage she amused he^lf by 
• swiitging the things on her toes and , catching them at 
the last moment.^ ^ 

Welli uj^n niv word I '"^he exclaimed at length, folding 
it find haiiding it back to.^W, '' that is certainly^ the most 
extraordinary letter I ever read in my life. The man must 
be crazy,'' he added not quite under his breath. 

Pam* laughed. ''tHe isn't, thought is much saner 
than j^u, fof instanr^ 

** Am I not sane ? " He looked up at her, an amused 
hght in ]iis keen eyes. I have always been under the, 
impression that I was particularly terre-a-terre and well- 
balanced i , 

Tetre‘d‘ie9re — well, yes, I suppose you are that, but 
well-baJance^ ? Oh, ifo," .jihe corttimjed gra^rely, dropping 
onh of the shppers and getting down to pick it up, ** If 
you were, yqu wouldn't be eating your heart out over a 
few weeks of enforced res^ 

Eating my heart out » Yes, that is about what I am 
doing. It would useless to try to explain ^to you what 
it hieans to a man who craves for exactly oirl thing on 
God's earth, to havl,,^ watch that one whing slip out of 
his band because he’s too weak physically to hold it ! " 
Neither of them noticed the strangeness of his speaking 
to her in this vjay. 

Political power. Well, wlien you're rested you will 
gd prancing back as fresh as a dai^y, find the others all 
knocked up, and sail in demoKsh them ! " 

He laughed. ‘‘ ’'Vhat a mixture of metaphors, my dear 
Ikim! Imagine a daisy fixst prancing, and then sailing, 
^^d then demolishing ! " * ^ 

“ I don'^care. Anfyhow, it made you laugh I " 

Yoaf are a kind little thing to care whether I ladgh or 
ciy f” ' . 

She sat down by the fire and y^opped her chin in hac 
; han6s. “ I do care ; I care a lot. It makes ipe pch$ all 
over to have yon be so mis'able.” 



PAM 


197 



here almost fivery day, to chder me up. I see throi^ 
you I” , • 

Th^e was a short paus^, after which»5ie begjm thought- 
fully, “ I wish you had a mother, you do so need one ! ” • 


“A mother! Mjfcdear, I’ve never h^ one. ,Sllte died 
the day I was bom.’» . «« , 

“ I kdow^ A^d ^rhlps tli^t’s why you n^ hei; so 
dreadfuUv. You See, if you had had her, you could at , 
least remember. It is beautiful to haye happiness 
to remember.”, « • • p 


Her small face 'Ooked sueWenly^r'ld and tragic she^ 
spoke. Genius mdy be sai(h to be the gift of expressing 
feeling — even ^he feelings one has never knowif 9 ne’s self, 
and to a tertain extent, th5 gift, or the cu^se, whichever 
it may was h’erj. . • 

“ I hope you have happiness to rememb* ? ” h^ ask^d, 
with £f thrili of pit^' for her ^khbwn futiye. She was 
so utterly *alone on' the big water of youth, with her ptoor 
little ballast of philosophy. , » , 

“ I ? Oh, yes. Only you my another is different. 

If I could m^e one for you, ?(> have her ” 

‘‘ Go on. Tell lae what kind of a fnother you’d make 
for me,* arged the weary man ; “ I’d like to know.” • f 
Pam went q>i, her quiet 'voice ^P5>eaking in short dis- 
connected sentences, the' p^ly break u( the quiet of the 
dusky room. ' 4 • 

“ Well, she should be like most women, not very fond 
of her husbaifd. Sp she'd have loved you the most dways. 
She would be patient and gentle. And she w«uld take 
care of you, and — fuk) a little. , And you’d be proud to 
tell her the good things you do, and ashamed of the bad 
things. But., you’d tell her >the bad oats too, becai’ie 
she’d love you so that she’d uhderstand. And she woijl^ 
not bQ*beailti/ul, and her hair would be ni(^i and grey, 
and thin on top, 'mder a httle cap. And she’d beV sewing 
woman, and she’d love going to church. And she’d^ve 
dear kind wrinkles, UI a Cazzy. And she’d never be in a 
hurry—' — ” J ' 

“ Where did you know Jier, Pam " he asked quietly, 



o|^mn^ bis l|es. “ feeca^ if she tves, I must have 

‘^I never knew- her ; 1 just imagined her.” To his 
surprise her^voice shook, and she<bit htr lip fiercely. 

• Petle understood. In describing his need, she had come 
to feef h(tr own. rXhe curious aloofness of the letter she 
had let him rer d, cS ne back to his mind with a «hock. She 
wasias Ipn'ely as he, and shfr was not yet eighteen ! 

, “I wish she was my mother, dear, Snd yours, too,” he 
^ said kindly, closing his hand over hers. “ You need her 
as mucly as 1.” 

, Fo’" s^everal secondri<!he bSltled visibly with what in 
almost any other girl of her Sge would’have been a flood 
of tears, and then she conquered, and sat quiet, not even 
acknowledging the drops on her cheeks by wiping then: 
away. ^ , , t, 

, ‘*1 wish yofi could see my mother,” she said then 

very steadily " She is’ the; most bei’itiful woman in the 
world.” ■> 

He, the reserved, fesented her thus shutting him out 
" I have no doubt oi it,” b > inswered, " and she lends yoi 
a list of dressmakers in yoiir 'father’s letter ! " 

" I asked her for the list. And she ddes love me, in hei 
'Mffay'.” ' , ' 

“ Her way is not thb-way of the imaginilry mother yoi 
^ mpde^for me ! ” ' -* 

" No. "But— 'X don’t care. Only once in a while, when— 
when it rains, - and I’m hungj'y — /j” She burst ou 
laughing at this ingenious invention, as‘he sprang up an; 
gate a huffed jerk to the old-fashioned bell-rope near th' 
door. . ' ' 

“ I am sorry 1 You must be starving, and it’s pas 
five ! Ah, PamT my imagii.ary mother world not hav 
fo-’'gotten tea ! ” 

Pam nodded gaily. No, bless her !'' Now do lH?dowi 
again, : I should dip of fright if you should faint," 

“ How do you know I fainted ? ” - 

” Ife. Johnson told me. She evidently thinks k ver 
Qegant of you ; she beamed with pride 1 ” 

“ It may bfe elegan*,” he returned, gloomily, “ but it’ 



»imnon unpleasant. \ ormg m tea, win yon^ygirs. j onnsoii, 
i some jana or something, 2»lease.» Miss Yeoland bj 
rving.” ^ • • 

V moment later, be said suddenly, “.To go back to the 
ter ; how long ai^ you going to stay on in Torpingtos ? ” 
‘I don’t know. She likes me, poor ^ng. ^’ve»been 
xiing aloud to h^ thew last two or^(iire| days ; I’m 
ding hhr ^ol^ Awn,* and*|he loves it. Grandfather 
i not written to Tne. I suppose in a little while 1 shall 
t pacl^lip and go back’tS Arcadia.” • , 

‘ To Arcajdia A D(^you come from th^e, young raa^am ? ” 
rhey locked gravely at ef^h other “ Yes* I w£^ bom 
re. My father ind mother liv^ there, but I — 1 don’t 
lly belong, ^ou see.^’ ♦ * 

‘ What lio you^mean ? ” * , * 

‘ r mea» tha^I ]*u^t chanced to stray in, oo to speak, and 
have a tight, one has to — to force fhe barriers-yto win 
;’s Wky jp.i’ * , , 

The thoughtful Utde speech was so utterly* at variance 
Ji her childlike appearance as she. sat h^dled close 
the firef that he started, ffrom timd to time she said 
nething th^t reminded him^tlat she was on the brink 
womanhood, but. as a rule she seeAed the child she 
ked.*"- 

‘ How does one win one’^.way in, Pam ? ” he asked, 
er a pause. “ I shouldlijcp to go?*’ * • 

>he shook her head slowly. “ N6, you c^ ne«er go.'’* 

‘ I ? Why not ? What *have I done ? 
she hesitafed. I am* talking nonsense ; hunger is 
ng its dire work.” But she had meant SQmethingi 
i he knew it. * • • • ^ 

‘ Look here, this is the third tune yqp have done that I 
lean, refus^ to go on with something you had begun ^ 

' ! It is absurd I ” • 

Hie s»t u^ *nd faced her, the liWle intent- frown sfll^ 
i^ayS associated »with her first sight of him, oil black 
»ws. j ‘ * 

‘ Why can’t I go to rcadia ? ” 

tfrs. Johnson, entering laden with a generously \)ro** 
led , tea-tray, inte|Tupted him, ^ut whan she bad 
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gone, and R’jn was peering with that supernatural air < 
wisdodi comUon to^ som^ women at such moments, int 
teapot, he returned to the charge, ‘ “ Well, wh 
can’t I?” 

“ Why Can’t you what ? ” she' returned provokingly. 

’ “*\yhy can’t I go to Arcadia ? ” * 

She evaded hiit. for a few moments, panying his patienti; 
repeated ^ue&tion^'.vith quick-witted thrusts of’ irrelevancy 
but at, last, when he^hacf put it to’ he- too many times 
“ Why can’t I gq to Arcadia >’>’ she burst forth, settini 
her cup do\ki with a little crash, “ because you hre goini 
to marfy a ij'oman'you don’|^ love.” ' 

He Was silent for ‘a vnomept, looking at her,^ the frowi 
deepening^ “ How do you Wow 1 don’t — love Henrietti 
Shanklin*? ” he asked at len^h. *■ 

“ Becausfj ‘as I told you, I have lived my childhoad ii 
Arcadia, and liaVa seen love all my iife.” 

*Aftei* another paus^, he said quietly, ‘‘I ?m ve*y fonc 
of her, Panf.?’ ” 

I know It Oh, I am sure you are. She is so beautiful 
and so — so-^-dear I t)f course you are fond of ber.” 

“ But that won’t* take i^dito Arcadia ? ” 

Love had had vory little place in his cool brain ; he was 
perfectly satisfied with his proposed marriage, anl senti- 
Omental considerations had rever preoccupied him. Yet 
he felt a trifle hui;t at being thus shut out. 
p{.“- No, not to father’s aiid mother’s Arcadia,” she 
Answered. 



iCfcAP'TER.VII 

N 

James Peile’s sudden departure, ostensibly fy the Con- 
tinent, had cau^d not a httle talk among political Qpople, 
for with the cunous sname sojpetimes fm by healthjj men 
in a sudderf illness .which caunot ]#e tabulated by soihe 
distinct name such as t)^hoi5, or pneumonia, he kirf given 
Ro explanation fo any one. • 

‘‘I*am)o£f to France on business,", he »hai told his 
pohtical cfijef. Possibly, for he was i;pt a fiSol, the trua 
explanation might in\his one case have been jnade, had 
not somethlhg in that great personage’s ey& betrayed 
the undeillanding which tact forbad^ his pj^ng into 
words. " Ipdeed, Peele. I sh^ miss ,you,”*^as all he 
had said, " but I’ve no doubi^our going is necessary. 
Take care of y 6 urself 4 ’ * 

Then the tVo, the man arrived, and the man bent an 
the teeth of ten ^jousand bristling difficulties, on arriving, 
had shaken hands and separated. * t . 

Peele, shut up in his lonely old house, eajing his hemn 
o 6 ft, as Pam had put it, followed the directioiw of his doctor 
with dull accuracy, and counteracted their effects by reading 
every day in a doz?n different papers aij account of thg 

crisis which had come* just wjisn he could play* no part 

• • 

m it. 

The doctor had told him tjjie whole* truth about his,, 
condition. Hi^ heart was weak, •and he was on the verge 
of an abspjutc^ nervoi^ breakdown which could oe avoided 
only in, one way. ’ * \ 

And unwillingly,* rebelliously, he had 'taken that ilay, 
having in ft none of the Jaith which is in itself quite the 
thfrd of iich cures as his doctor was trying to accomplJfch. • 
" 1 shall go off in a faintiqg fit some day," h« thought, 



• aiid*ii,I I sltall become a ch^n^c invalid, which ft 
<V|j>rse." '■ • 

And in the' meantime the Liberals were going out, and 
as his party, which he knew he had served not only faith* 

' fulty but brilhantly, came in, the plufa that should have 
been h>» wouldhpop into another n*outh. Ambition was 
the only thing tL,; man had in the vrorld, and as he paced 
the g^dens of his priso.i by iay, WrT the long narrow 
room m which he liv^, at night, he was to be pitied. 

The Lady Henrietta, she who was to keep him out of 
Arcadia, and who teheved him to be Li Caimes or Mentone, 
wrptechim regularly though his bankers, and once in a 
while ^e wrote her. * 

Hers j^as not intellectually a richly endowed nature, but 
she was gentle and kind, and she loved him. 

She lovddqhim, and though he had as much irom a fear 
df having to iive u|j to a once-starte^ pose, as ffom a sense 
of honour,!, made no*- Jiretrnce of loving hei, he was man 
eAough to somewhere in the rarely stirred i depths of 
his soul, ashamed of himself for having asked to marry 
him a woman whose let*£'s awoke in him nothing more 
than a feeling of tered piit^. 

He recognised the hariiess of his own nature ; the 
coidness of what books bad taught him to cai> his heart, 
and he wondered quite hor.estlv what it was in him that 
ha^ awakened in the spoiled beauty of many seasons, the 
Uove which hrd suggested to him the idea of using her as 
a help in his career. 

The man felt in himself that quiet strength, that absolute 
rehance • m tried powers, which under certain favourable 
circumstainces can take one to any heights, and those cir- 
cumstances would to a great extent become his on his 
marriage with ihe sister of .he Duke of Wight. 

, The duke himself, a youth on marrying whom all the 
ladies of the LondOii Variety theates seemed ctrangely 
bent.j* as of httle importance in any way as a tareful 
course of sensele^ dissipation could render him, but at 
the same time, to be an English duke is to be a power, aod 
a Uephewship by marriage with the man almost bound to 
be the nexf Prime ..Minister is an, advantage for uditdi 
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an^ ambitious, comparatively obscure Aan, rnsj^ ^Ve , 
a long price. # ^ ^ ^ 

The Lady Henrietta, moreover, with her i^eauty and her 
large fortmne, would have been a great help^ven without her 
title and position, and the fact that she was, at thirty, stfU 
considered one of the neatest beauties iiyEnglani flad 
its place in^the liste o^^ the^udvantages Piele hiadwon so 
easily that day in H{je old Refec?(fry Monks^ Yfeol|Lnd* 
The man kijew he won^lgrfuUy lucky, and as he was 
a man, it vf&s pleasant to him that his wif? was <iot to be 
a bony frump or^ fat Jewess. He was very ccaitentf but 
at the same ^ime, as ^e day^^ went on, as the politic^ 
field became more animatad and" the inevitable battle ^ew 
n^, he would hat^e giverf up his fianck with all hei^aj:crue- 
ments for a fortnight of the health to which, he^ had, in all 
the thirty o(51 yactrs tiat had been his, cot'’tiifown the 
tribute of a fateful th^ght. / • # * 

For he was^Lt>om fighter. The^ excitement ot.ammated 
debate thriSed him to his finger-tips, and huj nervous* 
mind was never clearer than when the* smoke^^ wordy 
battle filled the air. 

He was poor, but for the joy o^lraving'his own eloquent 
words rush over and bUm the great whose unguarded 
phrase ha3 hiid him open to Peele^,s atlack, he had cheer^ 
fully paid the hea>3^ fine that tad b^n imposed on him. 
And now, when he was filled t#*the lips witlS wisdom, as 1^^ 
thought, and of knowledge, as he knew, on <he question 
that was divid^pg England fhat spring into two great 
camps, here he was down in the country, nursing a weak 
heart and resting an over-worked nervous system ! ^ • 

Pam, with her wits and ready ^sympathy, was the only 
gleam of sun in his dreary outlook. 

Taking her visits to him as rr>ich for graifted as those • 
she had made to Christopher Cazalet, enjoying^ her long^ 
talks withHlim, making Ifim laugh, malang him thjnk of 
something beside his darned existence, she was the gr^^t 
possible boon to him. So old in some ways, her sli^t 
figufe, not* quite long skirts, and the boyish sailor hat slje 
usually wcfe, made her seem to him a child, as he, wiul 
his pre-ocaapation, the speeches she had.reod aided to her* 
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•• the faot of his engagement to the ancient L4dy 
Henrie'ttEjVnd his rapidjy whitening hair, yas to her old. 

^ Once on iiis^ remarking incidentally in the course of a 
conversation that he was five-^d-tl^y, she had exclaimed 
bluntly, Are you really no older than that ? Why, I 
thcught you years older than Chaniiey Burke, and he is 
forty-thre^l ” ' , « i . . 

“ Did you indeed ? i, That is a tnow 1 And who is 
thartiley Burke ? ot the man who h<ls bought the Rosedale 
ruby 

“ §uby ? Ha^ he bought one ’ 01. 1 ” The colour 
rusl^ed to her face at the ^bought, for there jvas only one 
^rson for whom Bii^e would hjiy a ruby, and she knew 
it. “ Ee’s an Australian, and a friend of ours. What is 
the Rosedale ruby ? ” 

Peele hughed, “ Make him show It to yov ; it’s worth 
seeing. B&ongeoj to poor httle iy Rosedale, and they 
sold it aRer her death, .to pay her debts.*/ .^hey say this 
man Burk'e gave £ 15,000 for it.” a 

Pam silent. It was a pity that she could not fall 
in love wi'h Biirke, h^^was so nice, and so^big, and so 
strong, and^ good-ter„pered, and — so rich. With a sigh, 
she dismissed the subject from her thoughts as a regrettable 
tut absolutely unchcuigeable fact. 

Two or three days^aftes the talk about Arcadia, feeling 
a^little better ai.d unutterably oored, Peele decided, as Pam 
thd no,^ com^ to iiim, to drive into town and look her up.^ 

A long letter from the Lady Henrietta, reproaching him 
tenderly for not being in England jnst when he could be 
,so useful and derive so much benefit, as well, from the 
breaking up of the Lib^al party, had irritated him unspeak- 
ably, and a poliyical blunder had been made that almost 
^brought tears/ of anger tC); his eyes. 

Pam would cheer him up. 

When he reached the coipmonplace* httle>u house in 
Welli'*.‘gton Terrace, he found the curtains draifm and 
ligifis behind them, though it was as yet broad, daylight 
Maud, the maid, in a rather* fetching cap and apron, 
iniormed him, with something like a giggle, that Miss 
yeoland was in t^ drawing-rooip, and 1^ tl;ie way to 
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that triumph of locaf upholstery, whence a of* mil<^ 
revelry came through the door. . • ' 

“Ifr.Peele.^ ♦* 

There jvas a suddeiLhush,and seventeen women and one 
man turned and pa^d the very much annoyed tiewcoifter 
the tribute of a silen^ stare. “ Oh, it’s yjiu ! I afit |Iad 
to see you.” .Pam came up, her hand h*d ojt, her eyes 
dancing. ** We’re\ having* a i^trty, you see-^ moijt 
delightful party, \53bie and let me introduce you to 
Cousin Susie.” ’ ’ » » 

Conversation had bagun again, but thf seventeen ladies 
drew back with^eager politejtess to make why forj t^je 
distinguished* guest, and fA thf^ end ii the vista he found 
himself bowing Ijefore his hostess, \\mo, pinker ailfl, whiter 
than ever, fli a cap comprised of tiny velvet, roses, and 


a most cordml welcom%^^ “jjeugntea to lee yoa, mr. ^eeie, • 
I’m surd tgives ine great pleasure. Alloy me to 
introduce ypu to my dear friend. Miss Botson, wpose book 
on fern-culture you must have read.” • 

Miss Botsan’s hand was moisj^her te*fh j^e equine ; 
he did not like |?er. Neither did lii like JtfBf'^ite, a very 
tall person wit^ a larg-i crumb of cake on ifer unfashionably 
high, pm^l^mohair bosom. , “ * 

“ Thanks, I shnuld like a dijp of tea, Pam,” he said, 
catching at a chance of a \^itljdrawa3 fro^ his immedia^p 
surroundings. ’ ' * » 

My tea-table is in the confer there ; come, along.” 

He followed Aer wi^h an absent-minded expression very 
creditable in a man on whom eighteen pairs of eyes are* 
tenderly glued. * • * • , 

“ What the deuce are they all staring 'fA me so for ? ” 
he asked nervously, sinking intj a .chair a#ter jerking it « 
around so that his back was to tie room. " I never wa^ 
50 uncomtprtaBlei in my life.! V ’ - 

“ Never mind — it js compli®B®9> WR)w. * 

they wondet;ful ? They’ve all bcu 
ancl they’re ^oing to stay to supSr ?” n d » 

“To supper? Good Lord ! . V «» ' " . 


r xjvfvrv* * 

" Yes. . I ache with Japghing inside ; aretwr fahgrji 

^ CHAliCtMU A 
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Efery sin^e one of them has asketf' for my ‘ grandfatl^, 
•Lord Triad’s’ bealth. I’ve had such fun, done all my 
4ricks ; recited, showed *them Caliban, told them about the 
Duchess— / They are having the time of their 
liyes." V . u. » 

"It’s awful,” he groaned. “Mofe cream, please. I 


say, I'am, whjK haven’t you been to see me ? 

“N(^time. I’ve begq bu^. It t^dces 'time to stone 
bnough raisins for u party, I tell yo" ' ’ 

“ They aren’t, going to hav,. raisins for supper, are they ? ” 
“ ThejTare — in cakes and in puddings. ThtM I’ve done 
alnypnds, and cdiinted silyp. It’s''re^V fun, you know, 
you needn’t look so 'disgusted ! ” 

“<! Yfas horribly tl yesterday,” he said pathetically; 
“if y6u desert me, I shall>cut my throat— /ha! another 
man ! ” Jie J)roke off, adding with malicious^ satisfaction, 
,, " now, Ae’lvcatcLit ! ” ' 

“Not he. Th&s, Mr. Nickersoil^che dentist. They have 


,all had the privilege of gazing at him by the hour while he 
does th^ to their teeth ; he isn’t a stranger. Oh, Mr. 
Nicker^»,.how do you do ? Let me give vou a cup of 

teal” r 

Peele yielded up his place to the mild-riiannered dentist, 
emd wandered bachtLo Mrs. Kennedy. He could not leave 
until he had had another, talk with ^am, whom he saw 
to his rather inr[igna;.t sufprisc, was really enjoying herself. 

“ I am so glad,” Mrs. Ktiinedy began hospitably, “ that 
you happened tc, drop in to-day, when I had th^ 4ew 
friends to m&t Pamela. I suppose you are an old friend ? ” 
“ Hardly th^, but a good one, I hope.” 

“ Met ’er ar is lordship’s, I d^a-esay ? ” 

Her h’s had been Irreproachable the first part of the 


afternoon, b^t Sne was tired. 

“ Yes, I was visiting in the neighbourhood.” 

Miss Botson, whg was sitting by her friend, at this point 
lean^ forward and said with an’ hf mySt^, “ 0 i 
couise you know the story ? ” 

Peele stared. “ What story ? ” * ' 

Oh, hush now, Anna,” put in Mrs. KennWy, '**Mr. 
I^eele can’,t be expected to t^e an interest ” 
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^ “ He can be exp©#t^ ta Any coe with a beart^i^ his 
boosom most take an interest in it Xwas rfferriiigV' the 
gaunt woman Went on* *^to the^story of dear faiendV 
misfortune," 

Peele*rose. He kiffew frdin Pam that ttis phrase referred 
to her father's forcible escape from the bonds which seWied 
to him at that moirfent to have been j^liite unbearable, 
and he did ribt d^^e lo hsfve th^^tory repeat^ t^ him by 
the narrow tongu^^clicking against Hhe horrible yelldw 
teeth of the co^dential friend. " I arrv sorr^" he said 
hastily, "♦I mu&t go on now. Charmed to h%ve had the 
pleasure." ^ ^ • 

After a tAimed word with J^am ^^ho was, as he put* it 
to himself, with unreasonable d^gust, makii^ herself 
agreeable to th# dentist, he escaped. • 



, ’ CHAIJTE'R Vllf 

f c 

April passed aijd May. Paia had enjoyed tlA reality of 
primroses ^d violets almost as mufh as ^he had enjoyed 
thern in imaginatlbn. Shei^d Pilgrim j?^d sjpent a week 
in London, at a sntall hotel in Albemarle Street, and 
of,aipied> themselves, >yhile her simple clothes were being 
made, *with a course o. picture-galleries and- long walk§ 
possibly Ifss, amusing to the sourl3^patieptf$rvanf than 
, to her mistffss. » 

Thdn somewhatitOv Pam’s surprise, they fea^ c6me back 
to Torpin^ton, and stayed on there. ^ 

* The ayiusement, inspired in her by Mrs. Kennedy’s 
friends ha^ given way to a mild resignation to their pre- 
tentious duhi»'s:*Miss JtClson, who came constantly, was 
as obnoxious as iver, and she still fglt quite^ a superfluous 
njember of the httle. household ; yet she stayed un. 

“ Are we going to hvd here for the rest of our days ? ” 
Pilgrim asked h^f oncc peevishly. " I can’t see that we’re 
„ doing apy one aly good, I’m sure ! ” 

“ Nonsense*, Pill,.^ She likes to have us, and I do rea3 
aloud to he£ Besides, I’m not sq^ proud as you; I 
like it.” 

C 4 

Pilgrun sniffed. " And,.ypur fa+hT and mother in Paris, 
having a lovely t'me ! 

” I never hk^d Paris, you know. Now, for heaven’s sake, 
Hon’t sulk— think what a bad example you’re setting Cally.” 

Pam asked herself again, when the, good,, woman had left 
the rofip, why she did stay bn in Tqfpington, aild then 
decued suddenly that it must be Peele’s presence that 
made her reluctant to leave. „ 

I certainly couldn’t stand it if he were not h^re,” ^e 
' deaded frankly. “Heisaijear!” 
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9 Peele grew better %s time wore on ;«he slepbmoi» anl!l Ip 
tainting fits ceased. Eve^|two cfr thrw days the girl» 
Iramp^ over the now familiar road t(f ffis house, and 
during .the long ho^ which they spent, free ^oni inter- 
ruption, in the ^Ijarming old park, or in the libra^, a 
curious intimacy hai grown up between ffcem. « 

“ The nigjj^t saw .you," she tol(5 hint once, “ you 
stood leaning agai 1 st the wall, iMenii^ to Lady rfenjietta’s 
playing, and I was1^^)posite^ou, just beyond the portiires. 

I had reai all your speeches, you know, afid heard all about 
the row m the'Housa, and I was crazy tp see ybu.” • 

“ Well, (hdj^come up to yJlur exp^tations*!* ” he^islusd, 
puffing at nis pipe as die lay ondiis back on^th^ann 

grass. * ' V / 

"Yes. *You did then. You 'looked so stem, and so 
strong, and»6o^x)l(l.’/i 

“ Dear ifie ! Wh^tjjie invidious emphasis oli the ' ihen ’ ? 
Do I disappomt you now ? " » «. 

She loo^-.ed at him thoughtfully. “ No-o. you see, 
a man who is ill is more or less a child, ^ and ^.akes a girl* 
feel old and motherly." ^ • 

" In other \?ords, familiarity tteeds^ljjfaiempt ! ” ; 

“ No it doesn’t. It^kills awe, though/' ^ • 

" Did I*iise to inspire awe ? ” , * 

" Yes, in me, ^t least. Ahd nqy— I’m just very fond 
of you." ; . /' 

Peele stretched out his hand and /»trol»id hfers affec- 
tionately. " Good little P^ ! ” / • 

No letter had come from Lord Yeollhd, but Evelytuhad 
written, and Cazalet. These letters Pafn read Sloud tb 
Peele, who in turn reaS her bits’fr«m th^ Lady Henrietta’s 
and those from various political friends, and the discussion 
arising from fj?em all helped draw cloSer together the 
strangely assorted friends. * ^ ’ • 

Evely^is whib over her. grandfather’s cruelty r^arding 
her cutate, led to a conversation that w^ not \^tho(4 its 
consequences. 

He’s, a sweetly pretty youth,” Pam informed ^her. 
friend, ‘^th a cupid’s-bow mouth and pink ^puns ; h£ is 
ffind of J|)er, I suppose,, but ke’s afraid to go to my granb- 



210 


PAM 


a^id rut that obstinate old man into his prope# 
pl^e. as Evy 'shaker^ in her shoes at grandfath^s 
very voice, they both of them mourn in respectful obedience, 
and old Tiipe is still a-flying I ^ . 

Tfeen she told the story of her attempt* to stir the mild 
:urate to rebelliin. I told him that if it was me,'" she 
added, with fcr habitual disregard for ^amnatif al pedantry, 
** rd rpn Way with him Rfe a sW/' 

“ Would you really have been so bold ? Peele asked 
^aughing. < ’ 

Wouldn't 1? J. don't mean with a ctirate like him, 
but — ^ I happened to be in loVe with any olo;^ and some one 
interfeced." ' * 

‘ Your 'grandfather h^> a certain*' right to- directing your 
destinies — yoors and MisS Maxse’s." 

** Rubbishcl ^ Hayen't we both (?«ir o^’n ^ father and 
mother*? My graivlfather is simpb^ an old tyrant — yes, 
he is an old tyrant I Look at him now, sulking ^th me 
because I wouldn't obey him. Tve written ^im three 
^times, charscing, ^chatty letters, and I shan't budge to go 
to him until ie ha* written me three times." 

He may nevoriwrite.*' 

She laughed. ‘^Oh ves, he will. Poor dear Aunt Rosa- 
mond and Evy do l>f)re him so that he almost^ difes ; he's 
longing for me by this timok' I know hilli." 

JjrAnd if he forlade vou marrying some chap you wanted 
^o, you'd defy him too ? " 

She shook her ht \d slowly. " No," she answered with 
the ^ of one about to make a weighty announcement, 
‘^not exactly. I don't believe in marriage." 

** By Jove ! Not believe in marriage ? May I ask 
why ? " 

(. She did not 'answervfor* a moment, and he went on. 
"t^ou believe in love, I Imow, for I remember a wigging 
you gaye me about ivrcadia." . » > u 

Xes. ‘ I do believe in love — of course, I do. if you 
knew my fajiier and mother, Mr. Peele, you .would not 
hav^ had to ask me that." ^ t 

Well, then, why not in marriage ? " ^ 

Because' marriage seems to me fo be so hampf^red aDd 
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liarrowed uy a uipusand humdruta care^ and-^^ptr- 
stitions; b^use married peo|>le squal^l^ or get cwet 
being in love ; be<!^use the very fact that one has sworn 
to keep on feel^Ja cerftun way is bound ty make^ one 
change. Imagine* vowing in church to hate and ]»athe 
your bitterest enemy all the rest of y^ir life, &d then 
trying to d< it H stands to reason that yAi'4 begin to 
like him !>efore you had got out of th* church door V” * 
Peele Mjjis silent fdlr a few.#econds. Hej words expressed 
his own ipelings with a clearness he had never (fared to use, 
and his thougms had flown ^ the ctof/ flies„*to th^ Lady 
Henrietta aj^his own future?, • 

“ I t hink , the girl ^ent (Jn, h'.f hands, fuU^f fjov^er s. 
clasping her l«ees, her eyes^ ha^ closed with intentness, 

" ihat people who Ipve each other need no proifij^es." 

“ Vou arc^n# the^t, my dear, to advancj'that theory^ 
but it woR’t hold water. Laws h^vcj to exist, j^u see. 

If ther^we»e*no marriage therttcoufd be no social order. 
The minute two people got tired of each othtrf off thSy 
would go, each his or her own way, and— thf ■ children in 
the nurser 3 f, what would becoi^ of thftn ? ' 

“ It seems to me that people (fo abfllVf that when they 
are majriecL • If Lacfy Lloyd-Veni? Ijadn’t been chair\pd 
down to i'ir Dick, she woulcj never for a moment have 
dreamed of falling'^n love wjth that nftsty Captain Bentinck I 
Every one knows that a bird«n the bust ^is worthy a dJto”. 
ju the hand I" , / * 

Peele burst* out laughing. ‘“Out /of the mouths of 
babes 1 ’ But what»about the one of the pair who might 
liappen to be satisfied j^fith his bargain*? * .* 

“ Like p<X)r Mrs. Kennedy. *V?el>, she perfectly happy 
low ; much happier than if mother had not ^ad the courage 

0 just go off* with father. Tljjnk how wretched Mrs.* 
Kennedy woul^ have been if he had staye(J with her by forc^ 
mdloathcri her,«s he Vould have, after knowing mother." 

Peele* had not thought of this case, gn(i,fdt*a slight 
iscomfort «s she enlarged on it. "Your atheris and 
lother’s \ase is most exceptional,” he said rising. It •, 

1 the oifly one of the kind of which I have, ever heaM 
yit bu (wt turned out*badI^ for everv one cnni'am^ ” 
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c“ infill, if Lever faU in love with an^ one, you’ll hear of^ 
an9ther case, for I'm neyer going to make any idiotic 
pro^mises.” ’ 

“You must feel yourself torbe si^igularly inco^tant, 
thei^t ” '■ 0 t 

“ I’m' not,” she flashed back angrly. “ But how can 
I tell how I’B feel in ten years ? . Justwwt, Mt* Peele, you 
and I., "iou are goiqg to ’'make a splendid maria^e de con- 
venance, and I shaU never marty at alB’ Let’s se^ which of 
us turns oui the happiest.” 

“ And if,’ he h'^itated, “ you should have children ? 
Don’t' you see ? ” It seemea to him unutt^fafely pathetic 
the way, as he put his question, she openea her eyes in 
surmise, ' V j 

“ Well, didn’t they — fa.her and mother — have me ? ” 
The oniy'i’eiters Pam did not shoiy to Jyr</Snend, were 
Wo which hiid come from Burke. , a- 
His big,. strong, c'oaS^, jvriting was so like. J^inutelf that 
the girl Sioeraed to see him as she read the shortusentences 
*)he h^ pour^ on ter the paper, hot from his heart. 

“ If you blew iiow I misn you ! The spring err gets into 
my throat ancT'Sesois to choke me because you are not 
here. Let me come ta you, Pam ! Marry mp, and let me 
take you ofi somewhere — anywhere you want to gq, Cazalet 
is "wnfiin g this to you, but he refuses ;;o give me your 
^dAess. It is duel. I lovp,you, and I have a right to 
know where you ate. I go often to see your grandfather, 
but I don’t care tec ask him where you are. He is very* 
welt, but very loni.y. We talk aboiit you, for he loves 
you toef. He tdd.me yesterday that he had hoped to 
marry you to soine man of good'biood, that the Duchess 
would have helped, but that now you have ruined your 
'prospects by tnis insane folly. Thank God for it ! You 
I'^eren’t msfde to be a fine lady, the wife of some little 
fashion,''.ble whippersnapper. You have,, too m_any red 
corpuscltis, mv girl. Love me! I’ll teach you what life 
is and can 4 se. Can’t you love me ? Oh, P^, doesn’t 
it mean anything to you to make a man grow giddy with 
th% very thought of you ? ” 

‘ The rest of the letter, and part jof the one wl;ii|ch came 



•later, was in the same strain. She read thqn*^(th a 
curious feeling thit they wey not toeant^ for her. 
own coldncM debarred her from all rigAt \o them. Poor. 
Chamley Burk& hdwas not “ the man ^ of whom Ravaglia 
had told her. / » * * i 

The second lette*, received early in hone togoth^ with 
the secondi sh(\ hacj ha^ from her mother eince she had 
left hoifie, announced that tlftVritfr had been* cabled for 
from Aijftralia, ‘'I must^o," he wrote in a hand some- 
what misteady, “ and (jod knows whtfti I can get back. 
Something h& gono wrong with my b^nk. 0h, httle Pam, 
little girl, / so utterly }<Jur slave ! Be land totne^d ^ 
let me se^ou.” • * 

After a little reflection she wrAte him a lin^giviHglum 
her address, and putting on he/hat, posted her note. 

Then a.:»ai8S her,* habit, she went Jjack'jVtet the house 
and out An to the^oad leading to Peele’s. • • 

“ I0waft i^ry nice of him,” she tHt>i4;ht, as sjie flew along 
in her fieculiarly light-footed way, over the, dusty road, 

" never to try to cblouir me with tho ruby ! , Of course hg 
bought it* for me, poor thing.^It is funny that she should** 
care so much, because I'm really Iitth.^.iiore than a child. 
Eighteen in Novemt)er, and this is^ June third ! ” She had 
several things to tell Peele, and huTried along wondering 
what he would %ay to one ot.tlieqj — that she was going to 
join her parents in Normai|(Jy in a fortnight’s time. 

The letter from her mother lay m lAr p(icket,*and every * 
now and thej she touched it’ her face f fching with happiness 
as she did so. Her mother want(^ her! Had jjerself 
written to say so. “ I am not very well," tho beautiful 
wmnan had said ; “ not ill, dear, jdon’t ^ alarm’ed, but tho^ , 
heat has been great, and I feel languid apd good-for-nothing. 
When are yoy coming ? We juiss^you, ailQ I think I shoijld 
feel better if you were here to*buUy me a little.” » 
Peek* could, no longer look at hei» is he som^imes did, 
with*that annoying cloud of pity in his ckver "eyes.^ Her 
mother wanted — needed her, and she wds g^g home I 
. Peele was lying on a wicker lounge under a tree, wh^ sljp 
came fhto the garden, and as she drew near she saw.thaf 
he wa^ asleep. 

A * A 
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Si^pg quietly dowq on the grass sh^’ studied his uncon- 
Bcfous face. U was* browner than it 'had been, and the 
,ai«!feks were Mir. His eyes, too, had M the bluish 
n ordes that had sq troubled hej. is. almost ,well,” 

she Aoughf* contentedly, " and will soo^x (xe able to work 
* agaiih How gla^ he’!! be I ” 

It was very quid., in the old garden ; the^jvanp afternoon 
sun broo(Ld over the fraj^ant earth like a great golden 
bira ; the trees did ndi stir, and their •'hadows looked like 
tangible thirgs. Pam took off her hat and brushed back 
the littlft damp tendi^s from her low brojv. It-was delightful 
to go hick toiler mother — to iver mother who wanted her — 

’’ bur she would miss Peele who had, been alidert a charge 
totex'.* She had bullied, him about his drons, had fussed 
about his food, bougnt^him a pair of hideous overshoes 
which she insisted on his wearing wlyan it ^gjidampj'for 
be never woreJieavy boots as most me\ do in th,. country. 
Her feeling^ as she.,wdtchpd him lying in ♦he teuching 
helplessne^ of sleep, had in it something distinctly maternal, 
ghe could hardly realise that he was the same man who 
" nad made those splpndid, Jfmpestuous speeches,, of which 
the papers had had^.much lo say. It was not the brilliant 
politician who lay sleejyng in the shade by her; it was 
a being who was a little her child, a httle her old.heTb, and 
' a great deal the friend she loved. r 

Suddenly, perhsjps disturbed^ by her magnetic gaze, he 
opened his ey^. 

" Where is it,? ’’he murmured, still half asleep ; " show *’ 
me the ruby if it’s tTjfe ! ” 

Jhen h*? burst cvit laughing and rose hurriedly. “ Good 
girl, how are you ? I am.^ad! .I-was just having the 
most abominable oream about you and that chap Burke 
who bought the cuby 1 ” 

“ The ruby ? ” 

^Yes. I dreamed^.the fellow hadipicked you,i>p and 
was runripg oS with you as if you had been a baby^ and 
on oile of yoij^ hands, which was hanging limply over his 
shoulder, shone the ruby, set in a ring. It was a brute ^ 
.S dream, though it doesn’t sound particularly torifying in 
thf tdling." ' 
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• “ And ycn^” she asked, looldng curiously at hin>, “ -what 
were you doing while I was being dragged o^poor ml fl* 

“ I — ^that was the worst of — I seenipd, to be simply 
looking on. Not a coble was it ? , W^, what’s the 
news he weijt m, laughing off his slight discomfort ; 

“ how is youf esteemed relative ? ” / 

“ Cousin Susi^? ^he is^not so well to«lay,^othii^, you 
know, she h^ her vfjjs and dq^^ns ; but my news is that 
I'm off home the eqd of the week.” • » * 

“ Hoi^ ! Where do yo,:f mean ? ” , , 

“ What couW I i^ean but to my father ^d mother ? 
My mother wants me.” 

“ Oh, I Pam, th^ is awful ! What am I to do with- 
out you ? ” ^ * ^ 

His injared expression amused her, but she was greatly 
flattered at th e san^e time. “''Oh, you are* |iearly well ; 
you’ll be «n ^ourseijl before long.” *• *,* , 

“ that’s true. The Duchess .4?^ found me out, too. 
Luckily she thinks I have jusf come here frcto the Con- 
tinent. ^’ve got to go down to WakejDorough bilj;he 2^d, 
— but tha|’s a long way off. Must you go soSooiT? ” 

" Of course I must. It is ddlr^f you* to care, but mother 
needs me.” ^he trigd to keep the pncJe out, of her voice, 
and failed. * * • , 

“ Wel^ I hope you will ^jatch matters up with Lord# 
Yeoland, for I should bate \o think I’d never see you 
again.” ** • ^ , ** ’ 

“ Oh, we’U meet again, no fear, Mr. Peefe. Do you re- 
member thjft time I said* we were bound* to meet again, 
but that we’d not hke each other if Isn’t it funny ? ^ I 
never liked any one ofujte as jnjich asT do you.”** 

“ I’m very fond of you, Pam, * he ritumed, his usually* 
cold voice warm, ” you are a dear liftlg soul.” After a 
minute he aided, “ Look heie^yiu have queer ideas, aftd 
your ^cuinstances, are unusud. Will you promise %ne 
never to do anything ma*d — run away with som^ fellow, or 
an)ffhing of that sort — without tellingyme irst ? I 
^uldi\,’t ‘prevent it, of course, we all dig oV own graves 
m ouwown way, but I’d like yc 


way, 

She held oat her 


hanH. 


you to promise. 
T wiir* 
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slowly, and will you— now don*t b6> angry, there’s a deiu* 
•-promise me to-rfo t h in k well before you marry Lady 
• Henrietta ? « % t 

His face stiff^ed and he ^opp^ hej* hand ‘*You 
ar^absur^.” 

I’m n^t. Once Madame Ravaglia told me never 
to forget tl^t somewhere in the worfd tljfre yas— the man 
I am going — to love. I* suppose it’s the same with every 
cfae. There must bfe somewhere the jvoman you are going 
to love. ^Why ^On’t you,”^she added, with ^ a sudden 
change to whimsicality, give her a^hanci^? ” * 
H^bursttout Isfiighing. How I shall miss you, you 
monkey ! Come, let's havcb tea ; J suppose'^pu’U not be 
mipirg- again.” f 



IX 

When Pita came in that tvciuug, sne was metiby Pilgrim, 
who, with a fcfce fuU^of indignant mystgry, followed^er up 
to her room, and closed the^loor. * • 

“ Now, ijtope you’ll hehevathat this is no place for you, 
Miss Pam ! l^ow I ho^ you’ll ujiderstand thsff a 
a lady, ani a person a person * Never in my liie ’ave I been 
in aAouse-^' * , . • 

“ Hold your tongue, Pilgrim. Give iie my slippers, and 
teU me^w^t*the matter is wi<j;ioutHr«aring at me hke a 
hyena.” ^ ‘ , 

” I’m not roaring, and I'm not ant'yena. , Thfc matter 
is that she^ been dmkin§" * * 

Pilgrim, kneeling in front or her mi«tress, the shppers 
in her hand, Iwked anything but luimblfi as she made this 
statenllnt * » # 

” Pooh, is tha4 all ? Whk^bne ? Maud ? ” 

Pilgrim set down the sltppers anS folded her arms dra- 
matically. '‘Mrs. Kennedy • 

” Mrs.— Nonsense, Pilly, you must !iave,been drinking 
yourself. Wflht oa earth do you mean ?” 

"I mean that Mrs. Kennedy is-j^’intoxicated. Vo« 
may go and see for ydUiself ! '* • , . * 

” But, why, it is impossible.” ^ 

“ You may see for yourself.” , • , 

“ 1 see ror myself, if you*w411 be good enough to put 
m my sh^rsf But, pf coprse, you arf entirely niijtaken?' 

" it is Vvp begun to pack your things, MisiPam.” 
The faithful creature rose, and Pam, with’u hurried pat 
t^het hair,* went downstairs. ^ , 

As sh« opened Mrs. Kennedy’s door, her heart sank. The ' 
)om certainly smelt o| spirijis. ” May I come in ? ” sbp 



41.0 


PAM 


askfd, coldly. Ther^ was no lamp, but even in the darfe 
^ could see- that her hostess was huddled queerly in her 
chiur. ( l ' ( 

< “ Is that you ? ” c ? 

SUsan Kennedy could hardly artilulaite, and as Pam 
ad^slnond, soma- one rose from a chair hear her. It was 
Miss Botsott ® ^ 

I “ Oh, Pamela, she is iU K” *’ r 

“ So I see. Miss Botson. am going to ring for a lamp.” 

“ Don’t ’et Mafid come in, Went on the indistinct voice. 
Pam jhuddered. ? 

“ I have given her brandy,’ but it hasn’t done any good.” 
'^Anna Botson wrung her Lands as she spokco 
*'****2Vidaitly not. Maud, bring a lamp, will you ? ” 
The girl retreated, and when she came bat’iC with the 
lighted lamp Miss Botson took it, and cjggjng the door, 
set it down cn the table. ' 

” Do you think, she looks badly ? ” she whispered to 
Pam, who stood, very erect, staring at the dull eyes and 
flushecL face opposite her. “ There, she’s dropping off to 
sleep again 1 I wanted to go, or send for Dr, Terry, but 
she wouldn’t let nje lea-re the room.” 

" Hardly necessary to send for a doctor, I should think. 
!• -I think I will leuve to-night. 1 have had a letter from 
my mother, who needs me. You will ’. e kind enough to 

explain to — Mrs. Kennedy, when she is — better ” 

Her disgust and anger almost choked her ; she hardly 
knew her own voice. ” 

Miss Botson stared. “ You wouldn’t 'go now, when 
fihe^ s ill ! I know lihe’s going to be ill.” 

Pam shrugged her shovlders. " She’s asleep now ; and 
please don't he to me. It really isn’t worth while.” 

The older woman’s face flushed a dull brownish red. 

" I don’t know what you mean ; I am not lying ; what 
liave I said ? And, why do you look hke that ? ” 

Her, pprsistence exhausted Pam’s small store of patience. 
“ I look lile that," the girl said indignantly, “ because I 
happen ne/er to have seen a drunken woman before,” 

, Oh I ” Anna Botson started back as if she had been 
itruckt 

i 



4* Aren't yon ashanAd ? How can ypn say snch a tbi^ 
i her. Ste has been* kind to you. Only to-day ^e has' 
een making — ^ • 

Pam iQoked clQsely It theispeaker. • ^ 

“Perhaps,” shejS^, at leng^, after a pause filled^ 
y the loud sncwel of ^e sleeping woman, ‘iperhaps*! am 
listaken, and^oiireifiy di4p’t know. If*thatsis so I beg 
our pardon.” * * ^ • * • 

“ You thought I knew — wb^ ? Th*at she is — bulT she 
n’t / She*is ill, I tell you.* Look at heri’ » 

Turning* she ^intec^to the curiously (^k face, the«only 
ilf-closed ey^, and Pam caugftt at her hand. * • ^ 

“ Oh, you £now ? You have*been with her long ? ” * 

" I came just^after yoA left. She said she waJh’t 
it she had* some business to* do, with her lawyer. He 
!me,^d I vgj^essefl a paper fot her. Then.vw had tea, 

id ^e kept filing ifeleep. I — am afraid >> 

“ It’s ^xipj^y,” announced P|im shortly. “^I’ll* send 
aud for^doctor.” , , 

Before the doctor came, however, Mrs. Kejine4y had 
used hersqjf from her- heavy ^eep, ari^l* slowly, with a 
iff tongue, asl^ed what time it , 

“ Seven ; fiye minutes past, dear,’i returned Pam, in an 
;ony of rjmorse for her cruel suspicion * 

“ Is Anna there ♦ ” • , * 

" Yes, Susie ; yes, my d&rest SuSe.” « • 

“ Glad. Very ill. Fancy, Y can hArdly spi^ak. •Doctdl’ 
ming ? ” • * , 

“Yes, dear tousim Susie. *He will give you something 
make you better, returned Pam, |trpking th« gr^t» 
t hand gently. “ He^vill come^opn an^ cure ydu.” 

“ No. Dying. It’s paral — ysis.” 

Anna Botson burst into tears, an4 kneeling put her arms ^ 
out her friena. * * * ^ 

Pam (jijild hot speidc. “ Don’t c^ ‘Anna,” i^jent on 
e siclo woman mhpriously, “ what time is it ? ” • • 

All night ^he asked at intervals what the* time was, harp- 
i on tke trivial detail with a j^istency tlfcait aliq^t ^ 
iddened Pam, who, as well as Miss Botson, sat up with 



PAM 




^Pai^ never forget that night 
It was \i!ry warm, and through the open window came 
%i strong scfcnf of lilies the lamp ra the^floor behind the 
.bead of the bed cast a distinct liMt pn the gay carpet 
living the rest of the room almost^ riarkness. 

Oif the table by the bed, stood w?.ter, two medicine 
bottles, ti'o sJ>oons, and the clo(jk. /"ilrs, Kennedy did 
OQot m(?ve. Flat on h^i'*^ack she lay motionl&a, the bed- 
clothes drawn taut over \er unwieldy bulk^ an ice-bag 
on her head. “ 

“(What* time js it ?” It seemed to the watchers that 
.each time" she asked the 'question the wo 5 ds came with 
more difficulty. 

“■ "^t diWn, Pam woke out of a sound sle?p on the sofa to 
find Anna iBotson shak^ig her gently. 

“ She wants y^u, Pamela, wake up'.” r-* ’ 

The girl«nibbeh her eyes and stumbled to Vhe bed, sick 
with sleep. ' , a 

, “ Pamela-— listen — can’t talk much — listen-i— ” 


Pav:- leaned over, and in the faint daylight saw that the 
right side of the great |ace on the pillow was fallen and 
stiff. “ Yes, I hear, 'dear Cousin Susie,” she said dis- 


tinctly, controlling herself with effort 

I# 

vjo on. 


“ I hear (^te well. 


Mrs. Kennedy rai^d hej,- left hand^and took the girl’i ' 
her own, fingering it restlesjly’as she spoke. 

“ Pamela — I’m s'orry alx)ut the — di — di — vorce. I 

should have divorced him. Understand?” 

“Yes, I know; I’ll tell" them, hut don’t you bother 
about ■ that. They never cared, you know. They are 
happy.” She l^arffiy knew what she was saying. 

“ ^rry I didn’t di— vorce him— sin — marriage — late 
now.” " ^ I 

Pam could catch only^a few words, but she nodded again. 
“Yes„ye3, I understand. I’ll tell them”' .. 

" Premise ? ” 


“ What shall* I promise ? Oh yes, I da Of course, I 
prpmise.'t^ ^ u 

, The sick woman frowned despairingly. “ Pamela— I 
iim dying.' Marry mow. George <uid-^er,” 



PAll ^31 

5"0hl You want*them to many, now? Oh, I 
es, yes, Cousin Susie. Don't talk any mofe; !t tJe# 
5u so.” ^ * 

“ Proijuse. J^pyiiow. |Sin — my fault.” ^ 

Then the girl rnKjAstood, and taking the sick womfc^ 
and finnly in hlrs, made surely the mosV extraondinmy . 
romise made,by I gifl^jf eighteen since thi woild began. V. 
“ I promise, Cousin Sifeie I promise to mal^e 

ther and mother marry as so^ as I g^t back to theA.” 

And StJan Kennedy, her conscience# contented, feU 
deep, f • , ' , . , 

She died next evening, vAhout having fuMy recorered 
jnsciousneac, but it seemed tc^ Pam that she liked having 
ir sit by the fced, and^the girl never left the il^om'ifntil-^ 
annah, tBfe cook, led her aVay, murmuring something 
30ut its bewy, no longer any u§e. • # 

Pam slefA without*teoving until ten o^clock«the morning * 
ter, ar^ vih«n she went down^airsy found Anna Botson, 
pulsive jnd hideous, even in her grief, filling Jhe pink 
om with white and pink roses. “ She alw^ystjjsed {o^ 
y that pink was her colour,'' she said^ is the young girl 
itered quietlj^ and it was. ic«i may have thought her 

0 fat, but ^at was* only since st^ wa5 so ill. She was 

^rfectly t^autiful when she was a girl*; much handsonur 
an some fine laAies I’ve 'eaid,(5f ! " ^ 

** You mean my mothSr ? I Sidn'4 know you Jiad 
lown Mrs. Kennedy so long.'' ' ^ * 

Well, 4 have, and whit's more," sh^ came slowly 
wards the l)ed anjj looked at the two women, the dead 
id the hving one, neither of whom |ia^ ever svspe^:ted 
lat she was about t6 €ay — V 1 l^ew* ]^ur fatifer before ^ 
e did. Did you think she, Susie, thought of having you 
me ? She d^n't even know the^e was aay you. It was 

1 me. I 'eard and I wanted io see ^u. I wanted t8 

s you# J>ecati%B I love Qeorge Keiyiedy. That's wny. 
id Dwrote the letter. Did you think she cquld have 
itten it J " * 

Pam itared at her. Was it possible ths^ this pglj^ 
)man,^th her great pale mouth and her grot^ue figijre, • 
d.lov^ her father 



dsed, are you ? Well, wh&i you go back alld 
all^boublt, tell him that* Anna Botson did It. 


^bjirpnsea, are you t 
ten him all^boublt, tel 
*^B 11 rergemberW ” ^ 

** You say you loved 


j Itanjuiered Pam. It 

s^toed to her that all the women in th wc^ld had loved him. 

. Missi Botson^selected an exquisite pink rose and laid 
^t tenderly ifi th# cold hand on ^e i t 

“No.* I said I 1 don't chop aitd change. 

lfe'll*tell you about* it. It\fed to asnuse him^ I always 
looked lili a — ae crocodile." 

Aft^r a raoment^she adaed, “ She #vas godmotuer to one 
of the curate's daughters, ^d would 'ave left the money 
tb her if I 'adn't had you co^e. Tell George — your 
4 itlref — ^tlcat, please." 

“ Buf, I dpn't " ^ ^ , 

Miss BoI^qh turned, her’ swollen ey^ glaP»y in th^ sun- 
light. “ Sha's left you £10,000. Tell George, please." 
Then kneeling by r the d^ad woman, she buried ^lier face 
In her h^ds. She was praying. r 



(/\ 

* ./ * 

“ PiLLY, wfculd it be very dreadful if I wjnt for^ a walk i 
It is four ^ys siice I’v^ been outtnd I’m cdmost dead^I " 
Pam came into Pilgnm’s roojli under t^e eaves, a fofloni 
little figure jjS a somewhat scant black skirt and jacket 
that she had ou^own tlife year before and a whit* shii'ti . 

- Pilgrim, busy putting a black ribbon in placp of the red 
one OR her mi^ress’s'sailor-hat, looked up. ^ ^ 

“ Oh, Pam— Miss -Pam 1 We were sb unjust to her 1 
And noMLto gc^out ? The funeral is tp-jnorrow, caif't you 
wait?” ' 

“ No one would see me ; I’d go out_the bacl^ qwr and 
creep away to the country— there isn’t a book in theliouse, 
and I shall go mad if I have to sit fttujng attally any longer.” 

” Very well ; *it is ha/d for you, and ’ert»eing no relation 
at all to^ou, \^en all’s said and done. |f you wait an hour 
longer it will be sk o’clock ar.d^ no one v^l see you ; it’s 
a dark day, Drop the scissars, you httle brute,” she ad^ed 
sharply to the monkey, whdTiad seized the opportunity 
•^of making tfome experimentj^ on the end of Tiis tail with 
the usually jeflously guarded instrument. 

Pam sat down for a few minutes, a^d^then takjnglier, 
retrimmed hat, went doynstaijs, • 

” Is Miss Botson still here ? ” she ’asked the maid. 

, “ Yes, Miss, Miss Botson is in the drawifig-room.” 

Pam had not seen the strange woman alone since shef* 
had been^told of the Iggacy. Anna had shown much skfil 
in avoiding* her, *and on the occasions when meeting was 
Inevitable, had managed to keep Maud or, the cook in the 
nx^ ^th tbem. Pam had not tried to force i^e mee^g 
the otheiiavoided, for she did not know at first what it wp’ 
that ^ jdsbed to say.^ Sbe^ bad pandered a ^jieat .dealt 



ho\jeyer, on the story told her among the roses in t^ 
de6th*-chaml^r, anji^it last had come.to a conclusion. 

• (Finding ifcsS Eloston cin the drawing-rpom, then, she 
closed tne door, ^d went swiftly td^ the ^dow in which 
ffi&-gaunt figure, in its uncouth garb if Woe, was sfanding. 

Mjss tfotscm," she began at once, holl|Jing out her hand, 
you hav^ noV wanted me to spe.'krto lyoij, but I must. 

I go awny on Monday, u,nd this is 3aturday. Jo-morrow 
— there be no time.” ^ , 

" I tho^ight you were asleep.' ’ 

“Well, J’m not. No^', listen to me. I lave been 
thinl^mg of iwhat you told v^e the other day. It was you 
who made me come here ; you did it under fal^ pretences, 
making ire quarrel with my grandfather and the Duchess 
of Wight about it, all because you wantedt.to see me. 
You used Mis. Kennedy at a — a meant to that end. JJatu- 
rally, I object to having been fooled, and u wasn’t fair to 
hff either.” ^ ^ ✓ 

“ I know it wasn’t. But there was no other wCy. And 
then third’s the money — you’d never have ha8 that if I 
*hadn’t*dbnd it.”* * ^ 

“ Yes, the mohey. ,Yv/u seem to have had a great 
influence over hec.^* 

, Miss Botson’s swollen eyes gleamed. '' I did. She 
loved me. ‘ Anna,’' she’s said a thousand timel*, ‘ you are 
my dearest friend.’ It was i.te looked after her when 
George went off and left ’er ; It was me nursed her through 
the illness after her first stroke ; she was in bed a whole 
year. It was me looked after the money matters, she was 
^ 'elpless as a child in such things. And if I did make 
use of her, it only made her happie'. She liked seeing you 
as much as I dio. And didn’t she enjoy hearing all about 
him every bit as much as me ? ” 

t Pam was silent. Mrs. Kennedy had indeed asked 
itumberless questions about her husband, uid listened to 
the ans^icers with the interest of a child. ^It cjfihe i>ack to 
the girl ‘now how, always silent, her chair drawn into the 
shadow, the dearest friend had listened too. " • . , 

**^It was this way. When she came here aboi^t a year 
after her misfortune (an aunt left her this ho;^) I came 
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t£>o, and took the loggings where I still live. Sh^ wat^ted 
me to live in the ’ouSe, but I wouldn’t^do that ; I like my 
liberty too well. She was a ^eat favourite, of coufte, i 
and then everyone knew 'ihp story and Avanted to see ijr. 
No one thought of 4ky misfortune,” she added with su(^4en 
bitterness. i / 1 ,i ' i. 

"Then it di(fii’tS^il,her disposition as "Jt did mine. ' 
Did I teK you that he laughe*? at me ? And sAe wasn’t 
really unhappy fot very IJng. Sometimes she really 
enjoyed her trpubles. It always gave hSr pleasure to teU 
about them, and of course every oi/.esympatWsedwitli her.” 

Pam bit hsT lipS impatieatly. “ Please don’t ^ oi;i ; 

I don’t like to hear about it.”' 

“ I’ve abou<' done. I shan’t bother you with my paAl 
I lived oif and never for one minute forgot the ache of 
thinking abo«t him. She didn't know. Then'I heard that 
he had a thild, and' that she was in England. That was' 
years ^o. ‘ i went down to Monks* Yeoland, third-class, 
and saw young girl riding a pony. I thought she was 
you, but she wasn’t. Ever since then I’ve wanted to seft 
you again-vto know you, to tqych you. ^o when you came 
back this time, and I heard it, I told her, and— I’m not 
ashaifled — made her “think she wanted to see you. She 
did too, -once I’d put the idea into h*ir head. That’s kll. 
I’m glad I did itf ’ ' . 

She was so unlovely In' her grim sorrow that Paia felt 
a pang of pity for her. ' 

“ Well,'l ^sh you had not done it, except that it may 
have given her some pleasure, but I’m sorry for you Miss 
Boston. And you mustn’t mind my nejt taking tho money.” 

" Not taking the rabney ? ' Not lakivj — ” The woman, 
nearly scream^ in her excitement. 

“ No. You had no right to make her leave it to mp, 
away from her god-child. You must see 'that I ca,n’t 
touch i* • 0 0 * 

“ listen, Pamela, you mustn’t do that ! It’s the only 
thing I’ve ever been able to do for him,' and you must let 
me do it.” V 

" It ‘is quite impossible. Don’d you see that — we — ' 

couldn’4 aUow ourselves ta be btliefited by 'her mon^y? 

“> 0 - 
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She was not so cleveiijas you, but I’m We she would hav€ 
i^dersto^ tl*it^” ' 

. ' ^ She 4id &t first,’’ cdhfessed tht power behind that 
humble throne. ^ I wanted to Ifeav^-it to him, and 

sh^said nof that he would not accept V.. . That was years 
^fore-ibefore J ^ew you were born.” I 
“ There I fYou see I ” ^ c '■ ' 

“ But ft’s difierent with ypu. ‘Vou never injured Susie.” 
Paul dlew a long breath. I am s(Jrry, and— I suppose 
I ought t(J thank, you ^fo^ it — but I will ^ot touch' one 
pennyrtf the money.” t * 

” YOu’U hive to. At leas% you will have tp dispose of 
it, even if you give it all awaj?,” wa^ the answer in a strange 
'tCne'bl excitation, “ and, though tms is all the thanks I get, 

I shall liave Jbenefited him. through the thanld; you get 1 
That is aU i want.’; ^ 

'■ She stood ^.taring over Pam’s head' her loosE, pale lips 
hangingf apart in a ■hi'.leoij^ smile of crookeiy arj^ved at, 
but beai^ful, sentiment. « 

(■ Pam..ceught her hand suddenly. “Oh, I am so sorry, 
so dreadfully sorry,” she <yied, “ and I shall tell him, and 
he will be sorry toc^” ' ' * 

Then she rushed from the room,- through, the Igtchen, 
ad OSS the little gar^len and out into the street, It was 
'a dark afternoon, the lo'v' clouds a liietallic grey, the 
air heavy and lv)t. *“1 wjsy’it would rain,” the girl 
th&ught,'as s^e struck out on the country road, her feet 
sending clouds of yellow dust about her. “^jThead feels 
as if it were going to burst. Poor old thing ! Poor Miss 
Botsbn. t And ho.wp'epulsive she is. God should not give 
. such wonlen any ^leart ^t all.” 

She went on sjowly, now that she ■ had walked off her 
excitement, hen hat in, her hand, her head thrown back 
to^meet the little air there seemed to be. It did not occur 
to her that she should not go to see -Peek., llo^pBe would 
know, io^the house of mourning in which she did neft really 
belong, and she longed for a talk with him. 

^ It, was h'all’P^t six when she reached his hdUsej and 
going in without a rin^ knocked at the library doOP. 
t'‘ Tf^C T moiT r ** 



“ Como in ! ” * , ^ 

He was lying down, a wet dotll qn *013 *torehead. 
"Excuse my*not gftting up, IVe a brute of a iheadalhe.* 
I am glad to s«e you— thC\%ht you had*gone.” < 

“ No. Haven V you heard ? Mrs. Kennedy a <Aa. 
The funeral is tt)-mpCTow ; I go Monday,’* ’ I 
" Dead ! tjaveps, wha^ killed her f” ^ 

She saft down, and leaning w^hrily ^^ack in her chajr, gave, 
him a brief history ^f the .events of the week. * 

" Bul^you,poor little thing.|hftw dregful fdt you. I'm 
so sorryX’ i , W 1 * • 

“ It has Veen pretty bad.» \ was so dreadfully sifiry jor , 
her. At first ’’ — sh^ hesitated — “ I thought she. had 
been drinking* It makes me so ashamed ! And^hen poor"’ 
Miss Bot^n, whoip I can’t* bear— I mean.'I couldn’t— is 
so pathetic.’.’', * , •* 

" The \^oman wifti the teeth ? ’’ * * 


A*d Cally— my monkey,* you knov{— Aid such 
a fearfuijthing. The cook was sitting in the rooiA one day, 
yesterday, and suddenly Mrs. Kennedy’s haihlnnoved. 
Came right up in the air. Hppnah scjeamed, and Pilgrim 
came rushing, in, and there, if ydu plt;^e, was Caliban in 
the (^fiin, cijrled up under her po<A dead arm. It seemed 
so — disrifipectful." . t * 

“ Very. Monkeys are i 1 c< (jistinguished for grea^ 
deference, are they ? Pooj;,old P^m ! 't • 

He looked pale, she saw, and frowned with phin as* he ‘ 
spoke. ‘•Oijp of your very worst headache*, isn’t it ? ’’ 

" Yes. You see* you weren’t here to take care o^ me, 
and I got into mischief. Took a lon(| walk this •momiif^, 
and then after lunclftdn I oVet-tired r^^f looking out* 
a lot of old arms in the garret. I’m gfjing to have some 
of them cleai)pd and got into shape ; a •few of them aig: 
very good.” * • ' , 

" Oh* flyer *tiiere on tha table. May T look ? ’* 

Sh^crossed ^e room and stood for a few minutos* turning * 
over the qiiaint old swords and rapiers with cautious hands. 

• “ This inlaid one is beautiful, and oh, how slicftp 1 ”• * 

“ YeS, it’s Venetian. Be care^. Isn’t the sheath * 
therepy . . T • 
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Shjt ooipe back to chair, the lon^ slim rapier in her ' 
hfna. ** Tm to take fencing lessons some day/* 

cshe^^observed c^elessly, miking a few^neat strokes as she 
^ '' I am not bad at it, j/iiy wrist is.tflexible look 

, atUiatr^ r. 

t** Gooii 1 Dori t run me through though. HeHo — 
launder!*' ^ ' 


‘5 Yes, there is going to a storm, afe / ” 

Laying 'the rapier on the chimney-piece she r^ to the 
window. The sky is a^, black as pitch — oh { ” ^ 

A vi>>id flash of r light \ii g foUowed by a loud clap of 
thjindar sent her back to her chair. o 

“Tm glad it's going to rain, but — I hope it. won't be 
a r^y^bjid^ storm." p 

“ Not afraid, are you ? " ' 

“ Yes, I aift. I can't help it — oh I " Another zig-zag 
'of angry brilliance cut across the sky, followed by such 
a crash of jinearthly uoise^ that the girl gavcr a h^Ie cry 
and hid fwartface in her hands. 


( ‘‘Dcn^t'^bcqa goose, dear; think how cool it will be for 
you to walk home I '' a 

I — oh, Mr. Pede, I — I wish it was over." 

But it was not. It was, indeed, to be one ofJ;hose 
de^cructive storms wriich come only once in several years. 
‘No rain fell as yet, and the darkening lOom was ht at 
close*' intervals by terrifying Ijgjitning flashes, and shaken 
by deafening thunder. 

Pam sat, looking, in her agony of fear, very jponkey-like, 
huddled in her chair, her hands gripping its arms. 

The csin must ^me soon, poor child — ah I " 

^ The flasny lightTing that mtemipted him was almost on 
the instant follow^ by a crashing noise that actually 


shook the house. ’ j , 

Struck I 

As he spoke, Pain(irushed to him acid in ^ pa(cp5ysm of 
terror threw herself into his arms. ^ ^ 


"It struck the big beech, dear — we are safe," he 
piunauredl stroking her shoulder, and full of pity tor herv 
"Hark I there's the/ rain." 

Without speaking, phe continued to cling ti him. 
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trembling from hfed to foot. " P^r Utbe guj, -diSir old 
Pam,” he murmurtd soothingly. • . * • 

" Well, by Gody • • , i*. 

Pam sprang aside at *^*6 sound of»the new voiy,.ta*' 
turning saw ChaAley Bunce standing in th» doorwaA 
” Mr. Burke I ” . » * I ' 

" I — wb* iS^thil^entJman Ah ! ilr. Peele ! ” ^ * 

The big man's face was purple with fury, his ^yes bulging 
and bloodshot. ► ' * . 

Peele* ros^. “Yes. 1 ain the owfier of* this house, ' 
Perh^a^ you may. owe m^kcfne explanation,” •he said 
quieUy. , •^* 

“ You. are right. 7 came to Torpington, with her per- 
mission, to ^e Miss Yeoland. Her maid tellip g *me SnT 
had gonfi for a wjdk, I followed. I saw her come in here, 
and waited, for her to confe out. Then-^ithe storm. I 
thought*her host&s might give me shelteA Where,” Ife 
addeiL when he had with a gieat ,if}ort iinisl^ed *his story, 

" wher(^ is her hostess ? ” , * 

Pam had left Peele and stood by ^ler 9wi7 ciiair, L'fer 
hands on its back. ^ . 

“ Mr. Peeje is my host. %fcte isaip hostess here,” she 
said quietly. “ W^ let you in ? ” 

‘res ! I should have been annouhced, eh ? ” * 

“ Hold your* tongue ! ” ' Peelg came a step forward. 
“You have found your ^lyay into my house; be* kind 
enough to keep a civil ton^e in your head so Ibng as you ’ 
are in if.” ^ • 

“ I shall not be»in it long, Mr. Peele. I sail for Australia 
to-morrow. I came to — to say gocd-bye to — to a gid I 
— honoured— and I*find her here. 'Yeu are “young, my 
dear, to have so early shown your bloqd.” Then he went 
on, turning ^ain to Peele, “ Don’t try to fight me, ,or 
rU break your back.” ' ♦ ‘ • 

“ IXfijmol^ht you any more thtn'I could fight a mad 
bull.* But I can run this into you,” seizing the ropier, " and* 
if you dq not at once leave my house, by God, I unit," 

• Pant held up her hand as he finished. ,'‘Mr. •Peejfi, 
listen*-don’t hurt him — I’U mate him go. And now,* 
Mr. Burke, you listm to- me. (Mr. Peeld is the best 
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frien^ I* tave in the wld. I love hiifi. Oh, not in the 
wriy you mean* hjit I love him. And h, by chance, I did 
Jov0»him jn thfe way you fiiean, and 1^ me,«I should be 
rhcee jjp the way yaa mean, too^ ^ And you would hawe to 
savtabout it«r-exactly nothing.^ I am biy own mistress, 
‘'am shaft always’^<Jo what I like. Wtat I now like is to 
'My good-lwe*to you, and ^o add tha( x think lyou a very 
ridifulous person, and that»I shall never willingly speak 
'another wftrd to you.’^ ^ * 

. Her cool/ clear n^oice, .eanh word enunciated Adth the 
greatestf distinctness! seer^/tp fall on. the heated /mental 
atmosphere as‘ the rain had fallen on the stonn»tom world 
a few minutes before. ’ | . 

^"Th^ boloifr ebbed out of Burke’s face ; Pesle rested the 
point of tte rapier on the floor” and a short silencfc fell. 

“ Very we^^s I wjU go. t beheve you — that you tire 
straight u/> to this. You know why I cime ; I stfifl never 
trouble ^ou again. 'P^am, a rough man — a ^vfli^iull, 
perhaps — bi^t my wife must be diSerent. Good-bye.” 

<Witha»ita word to.Peele, he turned and left the house. 
Afterja moment, Pam sai^quietly, ” I suppose I really 
shouldn’t have com^, shfiula’l?” 

“ You know as well ac I, that it was as iiujocent jls — 
going to church. Daflnn it, it insults you even to say that 
h never had a thought — ’’ he. broke off savkgely. 

” Oh, I know. iDf course you hadn’t. But, do you 
■ thirik,” heoitating, she took up her hat and pinned it on — 
" You remember what RavagUa told me ? ” " 

“ Y s.” Well, do you think''that when he comes, 
will mind.? She soid he’ll want ‘ not only my future, but 
riy past as"well.’ iWdl hf be angry with me for coming ? ” 
” No,” cried Peele vehemently. “ You tell him about it, 
and he won’t be angry vith you. I should, have known 
better, but heaven knows—'—” 

‘'The rain has stopped ; I must goi I’Ut^o apcqss the 
fields, sotl shan’t meet Mr. Burke.” 

“ Yes. Pam, I can’t tell you how sorry I am.”. 

" You nee^’t be. It’s ah right. I don’t care abuttom 
< wW- ChanJey Burkejs^. And, it has been well woith it. 
I’vd loved every minuteU’ve been with you.” '■ 

rv 
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• So have L Wi*lte me sometimes, will you ? # 

Yes. And you*— over work. J^^ember, \eu 
are not strong yet.*| • t ^ j ^ 

He took her Jiands in hik God bless you, dear. And* 
when Ju comes, I sJklU tell him that I think hira^the hafp tt 
man in the world.*' ^ ^ t 

Then she Jeft^lis/j^ardi/ig the tempest of rJin, and going * 
to an upstairs window h6 stood and watched hef speec^g 
over the fields towards the murky to^, * * • 



PART V 


CHAPTER r 

" ' De^y l)?loved| we {jathered together in 4e sight 
, oh God; and in the face of this company, to jffin together 
J;Ms p^jin £nid this woman.’ ” 

The Reverend Edmund Lee had a very b^autjful voice, 
and his Oxford education had modified'the soft slurring of 
his Virginian^Sccent'into something unusually at^active. 

" He wag a tall, thin man, with a delicate face a]^vayhich 
a mass of rather long,' cuildiShly silky hair lay hxe amuntidy 
halo, ' ' 

^ Behind filin', through the open window, a soft sea-breeze 
blew in, fluttering bis suiplJp', and drawing littfe gusts of 
sweetness from the dCwers with which the charining, shabby 
room was filled. * * ' 

why they may not be lawfully,] oined together, 

tet him now speak, or rise,'' " dramatically, " ' hereaft^ 
for pver hold his peace.’ ” 

There was no'Teason. No other man; no othei; woman ; 
no hereditary Lisanity; no hideous disparity of years. 
There^was no impediment. ' 

‘ Guy,' wilt thdu ijhave this woma,n to be thy wedded 
Wife?”’ ' * ' ' 

"I will.’' 

Sacheverel .answered distinctly, his broWn face held 
bravely to the aftejmoon sun. His hair had thinned at 
the templet, his waistcoat was fuller than of oM, bift 'h^e; was, 
more thaj'- one of the onlookers thought, rather splendid 
at that moment. ' « j o 

(“ ‘ Paulinei. Mary, wilt thou have this man to bp thy 
wedded husba^nd ? ’ ” • 
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• The young chapldhi, with his thin lace, UJce th^t of tome 
saint in an old picture, was moved oy the «cene, and fiis 


mellow voice, laid a woi^ertut emphasis bn tjie w(frds« 
“ and forsaking^all others, ^p thee only unto him, s(^lqiig* 
as ye Doth shall lye.” i * 'V 

And* the woman vi^o had indeed “ fqrlaken all otheA 
and kept h^ oSly irto him,” fc^ twenty yeafs, pswered, 
her hollojy eyes fillecf^witfi tear», “ I ^11.” ^ * , 

The beautiful sewice went on, the httle con^egation 
listening dosely ; an over-ripe yo^e shed its lehves softly 
over a pllishea tables a bird,s|ng a f|w sudden notes in 
the darlAesg of the ilex-groA^e outside ; a’smalT^zard 
flashed pa^ one of the ydndo^^s ; some one jt the back of 
the room gavq a muffled sob. * « ' * 

“ ‘ Thos^wnom God has joined together, let no man put 
asunder.’ ” * . ^ 


woifflerfu? emphasis bn tjie wdnM* 
ers, ^p thee only unto him, sj^lOiJg* 


Guy Sacheverel aifd Pauhne Yeoland were rflan and wife. 
As tt;e dviplain laid down hi%bo<i»,»Pam capje forward 
quietly, ahjd kissed her mother. " Come, dearest,- you must 
sit down and rest now, and have a glasi o( wine,”* sh» said,* 
seating her jn a great chair agai^t whos« dark leather back 
her delicate bjonde beauty sfwd ouV ip striking rehef. 
" are you v«-y*tired ? • 

“ iTo, dear, — I am so much stronger Jiow. Ah, Pilgrilh, 
my good old Jane '^Pilgrim, ine’new silk gown and a much 
curled front, a vanity to \^hifh encroacliing baldness liad 
of late constrained her, kisseci the hand of tlje wdhian she 
had served *0 faithfully, her ej^eswet and swollen with tears. 

“ Thank G6d, Mj?. Sachfeverel,” she said, her vpicc 
husky. t * * 

" Go ’way, Pilly, yoi^tearful »ldg 90 sef ’ jommarided Pam ' 
sternly, “ I won’t have you upsetting he^. Look, mother 
dhar, — the Happy Bridegroom ! ” i • ^ , 

Sacheverel swung across the ft>#m with the jaunty gra^p 
he had njver lost and eat dpwn by his yife. " Wall, Pam, 
you little *rfiatch-m^ker, — are you satisfied at last^” he 
asked, his eyes rather grave, though he smiled. 

I |m.» And did you ever see mother look so Iq^y ?^’ • 
“ Never,” he returned with conviction, ” Ah, Pae- 
iine,” ^ 
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\^tched their^faces as he took IJer mother’s shadowy 
Ijiand in his, and they gazed at each other for a moment in 
silence, ^d the young cld-gym^ wal^hed l^fr. 

•iHer face wore ‘a curious ^pressioh, l^plf-tendcy, half- 
apuse<J, which puzzled him/ Then suddenly she smiled 
gaily, as the sehv^t, the youthful Artonio of the old days, 
grown seveAl pounds heavier \vith fcV yAirS| and resplen- 
dent ^ a new livery^ appr«ache(f with a small gla<>s of wine 
on a lar^e silver salver. • 

" Ah Si^ora,** the ipan exclaimed, beaming* with true 
Italiaft sympathy |it the ^r^ge littlp scene, “ vlho would 
have^oughl, six months a|», that we shoulc^ev^r see this 
day 1 Dio, qttanto abhiamo^egaU^aUa Santissi\fui.” 

*‘Y a^ *sure that your prayers helped my recovery, An- 
tonio,” answered his mistress gently. " Dort’t let Mar- 
rietta worto^oo hard, andMon’t forget, I am to bei god- 
mother.” • ► « 

Mr. Le§ watched 'f.uri^usly. It was an .extr^dinary 
househcdd* and had, from his first knowledge o^/, a week 
'befoB!^ whvi S^cheverel had come and asked him to 
perform the manaage ceremony, interested tini keenly. 
Thoroughly con^gced dha! the man and ^ woman whom 
he had in the presenoe of their daughter ]>^t made one, 
h&d committed oite of the worst sins mentioned ^n the 
decalogue, the sight of Ikem, evidently perfectly happy 
andf quite unashamed, gavq tile young man a feeUng of 
unreality. He half e'xpecterf to see them all melt away 
mistily, as people do in dreams. • 

IJam, slim and graceful in her yeUqw crif9 gown, was to 
him that most aUuring thing in the world to a young man ; 
a lovely* womamwiios^ ohaE’acten is a mystery. It would 
have bwn more ^comprehensible to him if Pam had shown 
^me slight sign of embjjrassment at this stjange gathering, 
“^he man was wise enough *co realise that being thoroughly 
accustoued to aihy drcumstapce sobs it *of thg greater 
part o^ts awkwardness, but it seemed, to liim sfirange that 
even with himself, in his sacredotal quality, the girl seemed 
. quke at«'^ase. He knew that her father and mother had 
lived for jrears in aninnhallowed way, and she knejtr that 
knew if, yet, as tl^ party wen^into the dining-room for 
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the little wedding-fealt, she chatted t(j him as ea^y* aS^if 
her own existence werfe not a most eloquent ^ntness to that, 

sin^ * •’ V * * • * 

She ws full of a half-maftmal care fdt the bride, ioq, " 
that had its absurd side. “ Y^u won’t let her get toc^tireui»y 
father, will you ? ” ^ insisted. “ Rem^nfber how long 
she was ill, anfl h^w nriadfully / ” * * ^ 

“ No danger of my forgetting that^ my dear. E^veiy 
time I look at her ^acheverel broke off — ; she had been 
so ill ever ^ce C^ctober, with the tenable, dfagging* typhoid, 
that even now, in Aprii, he coul^|iot beal to thjfik of tt. 

Mr. Lee looked first at the nkAher, then at the daufflter.* 
Mrs. Sacheverel was nJbch the more beautfful^ and^ Jfer 
>hort hair, curliig in baby-like rings all over her heiyi made 
her look, iif the shaded light* almost younger than her 
daughter. * • ^ 

Pam had Stopped growing, and her slim, vig(frous young 
figure teal loBfeits angles. Mr. fcee «^rticularly, ^mnired 
the gleamfc^g net-work of glossy chestnut hair whi<h*almost 
covered her head, and the brilliance of which ^fad^•her 
small face Io»k, at first sight, p^ly than it really was. 

" You will bq lonely, Pam,” rentarked^er father sud- 
denly don’t put off y«ur going for too long.” 

“ I shanif be lonely. I never wjas in Ay life I And thft 
wedding isn’t until*the 30th, 90 »I cjn have a rest before 
undertaking ihat.” • * 

” Are you going to be married. Miss Yeolaod ? "* asked 
Mr. Lee, with a httle pang, for he was only twenty-seven, 
and in spite of me amwur of his clerical garments, peculiafly 
susceptible. • * * 

Pam laughed gaily, '* Not I ! One <5f my lousins Is to be, 
and I am going to help with the preparatipns.” 

Then she turned again to her mother, wafchiqg her with , 
the anxiety she had not yet got 8v%r, for the convalescence 
iad been p^mfuBv long? Nc»v at last, however, her toother 
vas welk The girl remembered her arrival at Hou^ate ; 
ler motfier*^ weakness and languor, her father’s growing 
inxiet]?. She had told the story of^poor Mrs. Jftnnedy, « 
Jut iti.rdBt with an indifference which seemed to Pam^ 
a spite dfiaU her philosophy, a little cruel : wBile 
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l^torj^of Anna Botson related, thrbugh some unanalysed 
‘instinct, toiler faftner alone, he made the astounding reply 
fiiat hg covfidn’t place the woman ^t all. « 

4' I can’t have laughed a^ her, you know,” he insisted 
^nt^v, wagging his head in' mild amaisement, " for I can’t 
• even rememW her 1 Ugly ? Titey were all ugly, my 
dear, in mat dreadful ^town, .except — Susy/’ 
e Tp-day, sitting at her father’s wedding-feast, f’he thought 
of that other one returned to her mind again and again. 

Her keen im'<iginatipn» pictured poor, pretty Susie on his 
other side' ; she half exjyiQted him to turn from lier mother 
aniTsmile down tenderly at her, as he must-have done, on 
that other --day, — her young, hundsome father, who was 
in fovg wth the Uttle ordinary thing I > 

“ Don’t frown that way, Pam, you look tOd like Cally,”«l 
remarked«6acheverel at 'this point, and the girl started.' 
“ Oh, my ^K)or old boy, I forgot to let him out ; he is still 
locked.ip my roomii’’ ,iRising, she left the iooi)>»iAith the 
singularly graceful gait she had inherited from htr father. 

' “•Who is Cajly>? ’’ inquired Mr. Lee, 

“ Her monkeyv a mos^, unattractive old beast whom she 
has had for ye^ and tenderly loves.’’ , 

“ I should imagine that Miss-Yeoland is cojjstant,’’ 
Vetumed the Virg^an with a certain air that highly amused 
his host. v I *’ 

it was plainlj^ to be seeji that the good-looking parson 
was failing in love with the mrl. She was going, the father 
told himself, with anticipatory amusement, ‘to play the 
dqjice with men. ' 

" Mother detr,’’ Pam had returned, “ the carriage is 
at the door and Clair, e has brouglft. everything down ; you 
have not too nquch time.” 

“ Let me finish my ice, Pam.” , 

^ ‘ I can’t let you miss*tlle train, can I ? Father, it really 
is time:” ' , r I * *’ t , I 

“ Gpod,” he replied gaily, laughing as he rose, “ have 
you ^t the old shoe ready ? ” , 

4*ani*ijodded, the monkey close in her arms; Sbe«was 
not merry, ' ‘ 

‘ \ momhnt later, she stood in ,the door, undfr thfe little 
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“taarquise,” watching her father asi he and the 'mai4 
arranged her mother’s pillows in the carnagl.* • 

Sacheverel offered tjfe clerjjpian a seat down to the tovAi, 
but he refused, and after bowng mutely* to every one in 
turn, started on his #ay through the olives. , * » V 

Pilgrim, the cj^k,, kntonio, and Pam,*werf the only 
ones left. ’ • • 

“ Good-hye, Pam.” * » * « * 

“ Good-bve, mothef.” , , 

” Good-^ye, Jittle girl.” Th»t old carriage was^ off, 
creaking oyer the gra^l. » i * , 

" ‘ Buon vitggio, signori ! Biionissimo via^o I ’ ” * 

Bang 1 The slipper struck the coachman’s M#ad hfiek, 
and fell into th* carriage. ‘‘‘ ^ddio, Signori, — buonissimo 
viaggiol’”* 

Thelittle group of servants withdrew slcJwly ii^o the cool- 
ness of the House, leaving Pam and Caliban alone in t^je sun. 

It wfc- ovdr,» then I She had llepf promise *0 that 
poor dyii^ woman, and they were married, /fnd now, 
what should she do ? During the lolTg cioifths ot * her 
mother’s illness the girl had grj/n to khow her father in 
a new way, while constant nursing Sad lb e certain extent 
drawn* her closer to hei* mother. * , , 

Half uDtfonsciously, she had hoped that the new com- 
panionship would last, but ^ hbfl not lasted. With evfry 
hour of Pauline’s recovery Pam hadtgroWn less necess^ 
to both her and Sacheverel ; , they were kind to tne girl, 
but they did ngt need her. ^ • 

And now, even they were gone, and she was alone. • ^ 
“ Ebbetie I Pam Yeoland,” she ap<^tfophised, lierself 
in angry disdain of the fedling tfiaf was nmfing her throat, 

“ are you going to howl ? You certainly ought to be used 
to being alone, by this time 1 ”, * * • * 

Walking slowjy round the housi, she ^t down on tht 
stone beneti#iear*vhich*she had crouched in the garkness 
that evening years 'ago, when Christopher Cazalc^ had 
expounded to Pilgrim his plan for taking the ^d^to 
Englatfd. * t 1 

It was^ perfect afternoon, as warm as one in 9 northeiil 
June^althdtu^ it was not^t the middle of April. 

f 
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t sea, stretchefi in bland beauty before her, was ifb 
•bluer than tl&'Sky, and ^e brilliant colouring of the whole 
^S(fene \wis cunningly softened Jjy th£cmass€^ of silver-grey 
oUvis that covered the slop^' » • 

1^5^ Colly deai; ” Pam said, at last afcently, I trust you 
are fond qf nature, for it^s all yoii\’*e Ijkelv to have for 
several days ! Just look at th&+ sea^'and tell me if in your 
\^ildest pipe-dream you eW saw anything lovelier ? And 
it is so w^Lim, too. I wonder, V she added with, the sudden 
briskness of the unoccifpi^d to whom a delightful inspiration 
has ^me, *Vwhy f can't a swft^i I '' 

A few mjnutes later, a big bundle under one arm, the 
monkey perched on the other shoulder, and regardless of 
the fact that a yellow gown is not the best garment' 
in the world in which to rush down a rough, dusty path, 
she was hying through the trees, laughing and tmking 
Bonserjse to the little beast who alone, of ail the living 
creaturtsiin the wdrAi, belonged to her. Cahban, scjhatting 
^at the edge of the water, watched with grave interest while 
his Inistres^ splashed about in the sun-warmed water. It 
was the first swinf of the ^,^ason, and Pam had^been unable 
to find her oil-slriit' cap? At first she swam carefully, hold- 
ing her crown of braids cautiously above the wavos, but 
at last she could nb longer resist the joy^of diving from the 
little platform, so that Srtien CaUban had waited im- 
pafiently at the door of the rabin, for what seemed to him, 
judging by his chattering protests, an unnecessarily long 
time, she eiwerged once more clothed, bub with a towel 
around her neck, and her splendid haix^ still wet and gleam- 
ing, hanging nearlv to her feet. ^ 

“ Shame on you ; an 'old monkey like you, using such 
language I " 

^ Sitting down' in the warm sand, with her usual magnifi- 
€ent disregard of clothed, the girl set to ^york to dry her 
hair, aifiusing herself at the same thne with the ruonkey. 

It v^as delightfully warm, and the swim had done her 
good ; i what she had considered her idiotic blues, had 
^ flown ; ‘she was eightfen, and the world lay before • 

“ Calibspi Sacheverel,** she said at length, with much 
^ solemnity, rising and shaking back her fresh-coihbe^^hair, 
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‘•never let 5rourself get into the way 9! thinking that yo^ 
are necessary to your mother ai^d father foj you areiVt^ 
They can be fond gf in^ way, and they are v«ry gcfod 
to you, but they don’t need you, any more than they need 
me. Now come aldhg, the sib will set in ^ rilinut^, anc?.i 
the sky will be glorifies from the terrace.’ I 
Taking the^Httle qf’jatufe m ht% arms, she rai» up the 
path, almbst as easily as she ha 3 nm down. At ^ho tof>, 
be turned, and look^ back. ^ 

The sui^ nad dipped into the se^, dnd the sky .was admass 
Df snowy ^d rosy elefuds fleck^A and streaked witlv 3pld ; 
)ver the pui^hng water stre\fhed a track c^f burnished* 
u:ales, and yonder, pale in the glow, the moon wa® rising* 
Pam drew 21 deep breath pf acute joy, and fuming, 
bund hersett face to fjce with J[ames Peele. 

“ Vou 1 ’* he cried^ staring at her in Complete surprise. 

* What are* you doing here ? ” 

“ Wflk^ar^ you doing here ? This' iV Villa Arci^ope I ” 
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“ It is really you, Pam And this is Arcadia"? ” 1 

“tes.” 

' “You toW me, do you re&ember ?— that ! could never 
comg to Arcadia." ‘ 

“ And you have found your way in spito'of me 1 ” 

“ No. I— was led. I was taldng a walk,' and some 
fairy led nfe here.'’ “ 

“ In other words, you tried to take a short cut down 
from tt' ' top of thtf nul, asid strayed in here.’’ *' 

^ " Yes.''^ I have strayed into— Arcadia.” 

They stood boking at each other, their eyes, as they 
glibly talked nonsense, fuil of the evening light. 

" Yes,” Peeletapeated, " I have certainly strayed into 
Arcadia. And you, Ifitle Pam of a year ago, are you glad 
to see me?” -]‘ 

* “ I should not be,” she rtturned, ignonng his outstretched 

hand, " I ought to ?nub you, pretend to have forgotten 
you, for you forgot me, you never answered my letters; 
but— I am glad, Mr. Peele.” ^ ' 

Taking her hand, he bent" and ki:Bed it with an easy 
"grace that was a little unexpected in one of his bearing. 

^ “Forgive ah that-^, F'was T)usy and troubled, and 
now, we are in. Arcadia.” 

I “ Yes. .Come, let’s'sit down on that ly'nch.” Leading 


the way, she sat down, swinging her now, nearly dry hair 
back wth an imp;itient gesture. " c ' . 

“ I*have been swimming and had no cap,” she Aplained 
carel^ly, “ noW tell me what you are doing in tto part 
of‘the ^prld.” c • • 

He watched her, forgetting the sunset, his* soft hat 
crumpled m his hands as be clasped them about his knee. 



• "There is a tofl»h, a place called Athens,” Ae*bitean 
slowly, “ ruled over by a worthy priuce aapied 'The^ul. 
and peopled \pth v^e pepsnahties it lios doyn th^, i 
at the e^e of tlje'sea. * ^ ' 

“ Hither, oh ma^en, havi I come, on serious jpatteT/ 
bent. Then, this eUiftning— no, I do nc^ 'beheve that it 
was mere cl»an?e. ft belie, ve th^ Puck tumid jay alien 
footsteps., this way!* And here* is Caliban, too. Caliban, 
my ancient friend,* how are you ? *Pam, I liardly 
believe tjAt it is really you I ” ♦ < * ' 

“Nor I.” ^hey yere both-^ilent .br a ffiw minutes, 
their thotigl^ts back in the «/d days, in the' old tflglish 
house and,garden. i 

“ And so this is your home ! This is the place yoi/ used 
lo tell me libout,” he, went on. _ * 

“ Yes. There are the olivts, you remember ? It is 
50 strange'»that yofl should happen to com^ to-night. I * 
im alialona my father and mojhex hove just goi^ away ; 
they weafc^arried this afternoon.” Y* 

“ Ah 1 ” It seemed to him quite in jceeping* with al> 
the rest, tjjat she should be aijnouncing the marriage of 
ler parents. , ” * » . 

“ you hav^ always been alone, Piim, when I have known 
rou ; yoy were never a permanent penton in a permanent 
fitting. You had^ither just <;cme, or were just going." * 
The curious old look of tragedy ^me ,to her eyes as he 
poke, but as he finished, she'smiled.' , •» 

“ Do yot remember calling me a privateej } ” 

" Yes.” • , ’ 

“ That is what you mean. But am I nqt rather a cheer/ 
ittle pleasure yacht tlrab is under qo orders, and can landV 
t any port ? ” 

“ Please don’t be a boat of ari^ kindr You are just 
am, if you are not a fairy. Look, there goes my wortljy 
tick, svyingin^ his laatem j ” ' • 

It was' an early fire-fly flitting ovtr the gras9< The • 
ght in the^sk/ was fading now, and as the roseat» glow 
aled^the moon gathered gold, and shadows crept ^er*th^ 
orld. * * . • 

“ We r(€l have suppe; there at the end of the terrace,’*' 
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Tlia Sjpt^ch came off, winning insfAit attention, and ti 
suice^, ^tampiri^ him unmistakably as a man whe 
f fn^t devote Ids talents to th^ parHcular Ipranch of thal 
/ partkular subject, * * , • 

f Jjad fgund my ‘ c/ou^' '' he told Pa^, simply, 
i'ather tofdt me you ha4 become a * South 
African/ ” She returned, {' but woul(5fi't fead about it."' 

^ Pam ! How you mudt hav^ cai^d ! ’* ^ 

Ther^,was no coicombry in his speech, and she knew 
it as well hs he. « a -i ' • 

** I®did <rare,” jihe retiyi^d, with, the s^e frankness, 
./ antJ^then*? ” ' 

Then I Vent out to see — a Aian in Natal, It went 
ofif v^ll, I* got back in November."' ^ 

“ Did •they send ^ you ?" ^ ^ « 

“ No. Iir-I wa^not well,' and the doctors advised a sea- 
voyage, so ISvent there.” ' * 

”To%r^t yourself* witlj political work I ^Oh, wKat an 
awful pWi^n you are. How I used to have to sco^fhyou 1 ” 

• ” Yes.* Tfie next time I go to South Africa,” he added, 
staring thoughtfully into^ his empty wine-gl^, ” I am 
going as an envoy ^from^mj* government, ^d some day, 
— I shall be Colonid Sfcretary.” » ^ 

Going to poison Mr. Chamberlain ? ” ^ 

” He will be out, before Ipijg, and I aux'^only thirty-six.” 
He looked several yeirs ol^er^than his age, she observed. 
He had^^TowQ very gi^ey, ancf the hnes about his eyes and 
nouth were.^eep. It seemed to her, too, that when he 
ipoke of his ambition the mask of fold resolution that 
lettTed^own on Jus face, set her as far from him as she 
lad beei>the ev«dwg wlien she first saw him. 

The man who had talked of Arcadia had gone ; this 
lan was old, and cold^^ and hard, and she but a child to 


^ ” she e^cclaimed, with the little shtve^^remem- 
well, ” Erfough of politics ! I sSn glad tf your 


ered io well, 

iccesi, but — ^please come down again to my, level. My 
^mitryflies in the ^wlands; I cannot breathe • your 
ijympian *air 1 ” • 

'"Your lancj — this ^cadia — lies. cl(w -a - 
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Wear,” he answered gently, “ or better still, dbsf tinder 
the moon. Hark!*’ *• •* ** 

In the ilejQrgroveea nightingdle burst out sin|;ing, 
the man and Jth’e girl, starting up from their ne^ectecj/ 


supper, stood clos<ijtogether,Jistening to it. • # . f 

“ ‘ Ut ego ig ArdLciia— sum/ " ; said il^el^ as the last 
note died aWay. ‘*Take jne do\#n under the oliges. How 
beautiful their delicate shadow* are, on the coarse ^a«s.\ 
They went down the mossy steps and leaving ^e garden 
passed yfto tf^e olive-grove. * * • 

' “ And you said Igcould not come — llere ! ’’ * • 

“ Yotf hat^e told me that iii^ore, Mr. Peele.’/ , 

“ Thea admit that you were wrong.” 

“ No, for I did not mean this, as you know.^‘ ' ’ ^ 

• “ In ah the world there fe but on^ Arcadia, 'Pam, and 


thi» is it, and you and I are a?one in it.’,' 
“ Ahnd in it!" 


“A'^es. ‘You and I and the yellov.^moon, aqd^the little 
dark br^ with the golden throat; just us four.’i’ 

" Except Pilgrim, and Antonio, and tlje cook’ I ” ^ 

" Cookjne no cook. Just you and I. Pam, it is good 
to be together ? ” ' ' , , 

“Yes.” , 


Theytjhad reached a bench, built rcrind the most gnatled 
and ancient olive in the gre^vo, and as she answered him, 
the young girl sat down. , y " 

“ And you forgive me for not having written ?” 

“Oh yes; it doesn’t matter now.” 

“ No, nottiing matters now, at this moment — byt the 
moonlight on your hair. Tell me all about yourself— 
except that you have grown to be, an adorable Woman.” ^ 
“ There is little to teU. I have bc^n with father and 
mother all tl^e time.” ' , 

“ And<iow they have raartied and left you I ” j 
“Ygs.^ It“ js so strange to think o’f mother as ‘Mrs. 
Sachtverel,’ after all these years 1 • * 

" You giust be glad.” , ^ 

• "•OhjffM/ I didn’t care.” t » 

" Bttt Huy must have been glad.” She* shook ,^r* 

head. <> , ^ " 

0 .. ' 



PAM 


246 

think they cared, on^ way or the other. ' 
THey dfl it ta pieasfe W.'' 

please ^ou 1 ^ 

. “ Ye^. I promised poor Mrs. Kennedy, you know.*' 

you, t^je opposer of matrimoiiy, the apostle of 
freedom 1 liat t/as a strange whirl^ of fortune's wheel, 
little Pa^** ^ ^ ' 

^ She 4id not answer as he sat down by her, and after a 
pause, h^^ went on, “ Do you rf^membet how we used to 
talk about your ‘ him * ? ” ^ 

j Afld how^^when he camep you v’ere going to love him 
for eyer and, ever ? '* 

“ Has he coine ?**„ 

No,** she cnswercd, with an obvious sincerity that gave 
nim a pang. ^ 

** But t:hen he ccme, you and he will liVc in 
Arcadia — i mean in the Arcadia of the mind and thcrueart — 
foV ever ? **‘ > , 

She shrugged her should^. “How can Dtell, Mr. 
Peele ? So many .things might happen ; he might die, 
or he might not care for ixie.** ’ 

Pfeele drew a deep bi^eath, ,and rose, looking at his v/atch. 

‘ He was irritated ydth ^imt,elf for having been weak and 
inconsMerate enough to question her so closely, and yet 
' he was almbst ar.gry with her for her utter unconsciousness. 

They had fallen in love with each other, b^t^only he, 
who h,ad not the slightest intenfion of allowing his life to 
be 'changed by a centiment, knew what had happened, 
^hd when lie had' ohee left ner, hb 'Would, he told him- 
self, have the decen^cy to Ipe glad that she had not under- 
stood. , ' ’ 

T must be off Pm,*' he said, a little stiffly.^ 

“ Yes, ibis late. You will conee to-morrow." ,, ^ 

“ No. ‘I oannot come again ; I must be getting liack 
to my WbrJ:." 

She ioolted up at him inquiringly. “ But you will comi 
to s^y good-bye, and — I, too, go to England in a fqrtiiight. 
Evelyn, my ebus^n, is to be married.*^ ^ 
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• ‘‘ No, I shall notssee you again/' His vol^ce wa^ l^ush, ’ 
and the faint colour faded from her ohaeki, as 
‘‘But why^?" slie ask^d pkeously^ lik| a child, who 
does Qpt underft&nS why it is punished. . • ^ 

“’Can't you gi^s why he answered, catchjhg hejf • 
wrists and looking iito her eyes. “ You^dn't usf to be 
stupid ! “ • * • ^ I ^ 

Suddenly her white fdee wa^ flooded with a fleep rose- 
colour, and she gave j short laugh. Is it that ?}* • * • 

“ Yesf it b thatl“ • f . • ^ 

“ And I never guessed." ^ ^ 

That*wa§ all. Catching Jief in his arms •he Idss^ her 
mouth (jnce, and then, a moment later, ibund hims^* 
walking rap^ily down the hill. 
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CHAMER III, 

* JV 

“ Miss iLt^ND has arrived, yeur Grace, and shp wishes 
me to ask your G^^ice'if ihe may bring her— Iftr— her 
monke^^ up v^th her. It scorns that the monke 3 t hid in 
carriage, <j.ud Miss Yeoland discotered it onl]^ a moment 

The Duchess turned from her glass, one ch?ek, blushing 
sweetly with “ Rose de Jeunesse,” the other as yellow,as 
Nature, abettnd by- Time, had made^ it. “ V^ry well, 
Henderson. Ask Miss Yeoland to go into the^ drawing- 
room, and^ her I Sci^ be delighted to see Ae n^^nlcey. 
Has Lady wnrietta gone in yet ? ” 

*' No, yolir Graee, 1 believe not, your Grace.” 

The Major-domo iliarched,solemnly downstaiii into the 
great haU of the hatei, confident that his spleftdid red silk 
legs showed to great advantage against the hg:ht carpet, 
and'past his humble aw/wa, the concierge, to the carriage 
it which Pam still sat. (. ' i .. 

” Oh, very well, thank you. No, don’t trouble to take him, 
*he sometiihes bites,” the girl returned, when he had given 
his message and^opened the door of her shabby'jvehicle. 

The^, little brute in her arms, her scauet cloak with its 
t(^-warm' fur collar- caught about her with one hand, she 
wept intd the hotel, her long white skirts dragging 
disregarded. i ^ 

” This way, .miss, if yoh please ; the lift is^ot working 
to-njght.” As she followed the servant upstaiys and along 
the corridof, Pam’s h^art beat loudly against Calibtfijbut 
fhat unsjfinputhetic simian chattered with delight at having 
got his dw|j way, and took no heed. The girl had npt seei^ 
PeJe sine* the night bfefore the last—the night !he 
'wedding, ' 
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• AH the day befone she had waited for him, ^d he<had 
not come, bat the •afternoon's post* brought net’p ribte 
J^m the Duchess, asking her, without a wojd of expl^rf- 
tion, to come arid ‘dine with her the fDllowine*eveimig,' 
and ‘that evening ^as now here, and in a mpmei/ they/ 
would meet, he and the. 1 ’ ^ 

She shiveBed’hligftly as^the sefvant opened* the door of 
the saloi^ and she passed* in. , , 

Peele stood by tfie fire, “Ah, Mfts Yeoland/how do 
you do ? . The Duchess add Lady, Henijetta nfe late, as 
usual.’’ * * ^ , • • ^ 

They sho^k hands an^ than* (he Major-doirto, takiJg 0^ ^ 
her cloak, stood waiting. “Dive him your *scarf,’’ sug- 
gested Peele, ^quietly adding, as she obeyed wfth a quick 
blush, “ Hello, my apcient ind honourable iCalfban, this “ 
is 'a# unexpected pleasure ! ’’ • *^ 

" He hi 4 in the •cab,’’ explained the girif angry and * 
surp^sed at her own confusion ; “Jis—he is very lonely.” 

As the. door closed, Peele said quickly, his facq ranging, 

“ Pam, h8w is Arcadia ? " , « , , • • 

He id not move a step to\^ard hej as she stood, the 
monkey in^er arms a curiouJ»ad(lition Jo the picture she 
made, under a great r^d lamp. “ flow is Arcaia ? ” 

“ I don’t Icnow. T have not been th^e since.” • 

“ Is tlTat true , 

“ True. I have been in S pfhce \^thoift sunlight, without 
a moon, without blue in tfie sky* or sliecp on* 4 he sea. ' 
There wa%no bird singing id the trees, no flpjvers.” 

He watch^ her with a look of dreamy delight in his 
grave face, and then, at the last words^he frowned, *an«l 
drawing himself up stifliy, said, as tJjough continuing a'^ 
subject on which he had been speaking — “ really delighted * 
to see you again. Ah ! ” * *, 

The Lady Henrietta came hup-ying in, tugging at 
gloves and ou 4 of brq^th. “ My dear Pam, I do»beg your 
pardoij,* ' Agne# was so idiotic to-night, 'everything went • 
wrong. My dear child, how pretty you have |n»vn I ” 
Kissing the young girl she looked^at her with l!raa]( 
admiration which is one of the pleasant preregatives fii * 
great b^ty,, , * • 
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•llsit|jt^echannii^, Jim ?*' c 

** Ve#y/' re^)(Jnddtf Peele promptly. • “ How old are you, 
4 !ms% Paqp ? ^ ^ ^ 

► L Eighteen and* a half.*' The young ^I's heart sunk 
painh^y as*th^ Lady Henrietta's kind^ss rested on* her 
cheek. In rcadia, thoughts of honour ai^ of ownership 
had not (incurred to her, t)ut now she realised Vith a pang 
•that sjie had no right to Feele. *To ^dd to her pain, she 
noticed tiwt the Laay Henrietta's face had grown thinner, 
and lost much of fonnfer characteristic i^po^^ There 
were Worriecf Jines about hef mouth, and her eyes had grown 
I a little hoUo^. Not the lea^ ‘unpleasant thought Resulting 
froiu these ^observations was that the lines in the^ beautiful 
^^face {hat smiled on her so kindly, were drawn by Peele's 
hand, “be ^is not. good to* her,’* the girl thoi%ht indig- 
nantly, with ^an angry flash' of her eyes at the surpiised 
^ man by the W. Until that moment, ’"engrossed with the 
subUme ^Ifishnessvdf* a<. first love, the giri hac^ not 
riven a mought to the woman her lover had prfvmsed to 
marry. Theie had been in her mind, as in her heart, room 
but for that man and for herself. ^ 

Now, reluctantlyt hef nulid opened, an4 took in the 
third person whom her heart could never admit. 

She has a riglft* I h^ve none," the girl tol^ herself 
svith dreary justice. " J havp none." ‘ 

Her face paled e as sjie wajehed her hostess's daughter, 
who was*tlow talking to the man who stood between them. 

" And they say," the Lady ifenrietta was saying to Peele, 
wheij the girl again caught the thread of flie discourse, 
^'^that there will he lots of exquisite rugs and things — some 
'china, tod — put tip^it srie. WePmust go, Jim ! One 

can never have top manjj really good rugs." 

Peele walked te the balcony and stood loojdng out. ** I 
lo^e auctions," he said« impatiently, “and I shan't be 
able to Idtter in anyway."^ • * » c 

“ It'^ th# great sa/e, you know, Pam," his fianc^i wnt on 
with pf hrtle shrug. “ Ravaglia's things." ^ 

^avi^lia / Is she having a sale ? But why ?•" • i 
“ I'm siite I don't know, but she is. The ist, and, 
irid 3 rd of*M^." 
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• Pam clasped her liands tightly, “But, t^ ;')he 
is surely not poor, or ill ? ’’ * * j * 

“Why? You , calf t kndw her child ! Wby a|6 yof^ so 
intetested ? ” • ’ » > 

“ But I do know^y — I «s«S to, that is. And I w4s*very 
fond of her, Pleasa tell me, Laf’y Henriltta.’’’ 

Peele turned, drawing j«gardenia from one of Ihe vases 
through his buttonhole. “ I bflieve ^t is because she Has- 
lost her health," h^ said, » I her driving itlhe Bois 
a month, dgo, »and hardly reco^is?d Ijfi^ Pqor thing, it 
is a pity, for she is the best actress in the wprld, wit,hout 
a doubt.” ♦ } » 


As he finished speaking, the Duchess came iii, knoclring 
^over a small table with her train, and filling the ipom with 
scent • . 

“ Sorry to be so late, but tfien I always ar^ate. Well, 
you bad little thing " — to Pam—" how are you ? Aren’t 
you uhamediof leaving me in tht Idrili like thatd," 

Pam seired. “ Oh, you mean about going to Ireland ? 
she asked, as the ducal kiss ^azed ITer ’ear? ^ I didn’t 
throw you over," she added, v^kh^the logic which had so 
amused Peele ^at Torpington, “for I silver said I’d go! 

I was sorry, -but I qoufldn’t help it.*’ ^ ^ 

“ You-t>are a wretch! I was»furiofis! However — you 
have grown; quite grown, up, "1 (Icclare ! I hope you’re* 
still amusin’ ? Jim, will ypu ring, plcise, these are the 
mozi unpunctual people.” 

“ They doi^t do so badly, mamma, considfirtng that you 
are always late," suggested her daughter gently. * ^ 

" That reminds me of the man who sal^ his brother*in^> 
law had been drunk fSr *some Mylars, ^ow’ s yoilr grand- *■ 
father ? ’’ ' » 

Pam laughed. " He is well ; * I’m ^ing to Monks';^ 
Yeoland next lyeek." ' * . ^ 

“ Areaypa indeed ! “Well; just tell y<jur%rardfamer that ^ 
he’s arf abominable old creature, never to writ# to one — 
will you ? ”• 1 *'« 

As •they sat down to their rathef cold soup, her Grad? , 
rattled bq, “ And mind, whatever you da don’t marry 
youijfat cousin.’’ * \ 



“ Do. you know Ratty ? ” 

cThe cbtfckled. ** I do. “ I was at Monks^ 

S ind in August, and ‘Ratty and “J^had ^ tremendous 
tionf . He toJd me — all he knew/* 'she added signi- 
^cant;!^. ^ ^ ^ 

“ Did he jndeed ? ** Pam did not'smilej^ She resented 
jocular iijnpertinence. - 

^ r aUban, who possessedi the social Virtue of Choiring 
a silenc^; and who, ^ild as he was, appeared to feel it his 
duty to ainuse kis hosted, here created ^ divepsion by 
stealing her Grace’^bread, a.id retiring with it to a distant 
comdi, wher,^ he tore it to "hits w^th hungry tsoifnds, but 
instead of eating it, stuffed it slily into a vase. • 

Charming, your monkey, really a dear.M And fancy 
^my finding out quite by chance that— >you lived near here,** 
went on the Duchess, turning again to Pam. ^*I'saw 
a package oi books at the library addressed to you, and 
asked the man about ih ^What a small world ic is ! **4 
Very. Then Peele was not responsible foj^her invi- 
tation t * , u 

And then I heajpd that you were alone, and wjote to you. 
Delighted to see yoi^ ag^n, riiy dear. And you have grown 
to be very pretty too, hasn*t she, Henny ? ** « 

Charming, mamma.** 

0 Nothing like youthful ff-eshness, is tnere, Henny ? ** 
Nothing, mamma.** 

Pam hated the Duchess at that moment. 

Peele talked little. He had not meant to se^e Fam again, 
but in the hurry of a busy day, he h^d not learnt of her 
invifatipn to dinner until an hour before her arrival. 

^ It would haveJ horn infinitely hotter if he had been able 
to slip quietly away, bpt the matter had been taken out 
of his hands, an 4 though against his will, his heart beat 
Strong with happiness as^he watched her. The man, at 
thirty-six^ was in dove for the first time. / , ^ 

As to t^ie girl hferself, she could not think.' It was, 
as fvatched the Lady Henrietta*s careworn face, 
i^creoib^ to her that «for forty-eight hours she 'had fdr- 
gojtten the qrery fact of her existence, yet so it had betm. 

And now could not think ; she was oblig^ to ialk 
I L 
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done, she would have taclear tpe mtae 
Hed vaguely through ^er brain. . \ 

am at home, what I*must d|^’ tolfi^ 


►and to listen to thoi words of the others, but she knew^that 
later, when she was^alone, she would have tc^cWar tjie ditae 
of thought that wMrled 
must decide, whdn 1 am ; 
herSelf over and (|ver. . , . 

Sir Albert MilJeJ told you, didn’t hej Jin^? ” 

Pam started! Tiiat Si^ Albert Miller was thjf greatest 
authority in England oif Soutk African matters, even sh^ 
knew. ‘‘ Yes,” resumed Peele carel^sly. ^ 

” Ar^t they going to send Sim*--Sir Albert killer — out 
on a special comm^ion ?”jPam asPed. ^^Isn’t^he the 
man ? ”• ^ i • * 

Peele’^ face stiffened into a cold fro\^Ti. 

” I believ% there is some talk about it.” 

Of course there is, Pam ? He is so close-mfluthed, 
never will tell us anything,” added Lacf}^ Henmtta flushing. 

” And he,*Iiller, lAs been here, and that is ^y Jim came ' 
— qjjite a^njuch as to see me ! ” % • ^ . 

Z' AnjLi^ they do send him out, — ” Peele went oft slowly. 

** Yes, if they do, what thei, Jim ? • • 

” I was^ going to say that ^ey would certainly have 

seilt Dabney yith him, if ^ , 

''‘If Dab;jey were, not dead ! ’< All the lines in his 
fiancie' s^idice were Suddenly accptuated as she spoke, send 
Pam’s heart gav^a great throl^. • 

” And as he is dead,” ^u^ in flie I^ychess, throwtng a 
grape to Caliban, who wa^ sitting up on ^ cllair like a 
gentleman, ” whom will they send ? ” t » 

” My dear^Duch^ ! If i should tell, even to you, what 
Sir Albert Miller has said to me, it wqjild be m^re th^jj 
a crime, it would be a political faijt ! # • • 

“ Oh, very well. Be mysterious by all means, my dear 
boy, if it amuses you. As to yoijr famews ^ir Albert, he 
may be very*clever, and all that, but his wife likes 
which J[ piurt say I don't understandi do y®u, Pam ? 
Persian tats, ifksty creatures who sv^ow th(|ir awn fur ' 
and have Imrrid indigestions — as might be expect(d.’i Her 
Gra(;^ baboled on, covering her (^anghter’s nervojp ^nae 
as wellcis if her method had been ;more dignified^ and a 
minutes Cater they wetjt into thd sitting-r%)iir for cof^. 



Pani le^ed back in her chair and watched her hostess feecfc 
CaBbaij ^th biCs of rcofiee-soaked sugar,' with a curious 
jftfelmg that had takem an opiate^ the effects of which 
^ere^iusf begihniEg to wear off. * \ 

Thf lady jHenrietta, on Peele’s reque^, was playing'one 
of Sinding"^ wbnierful compositions,^ ^d Peele, opposite 
Pam, sat^hstening with f )lded arms aifd closed eyes. 

yfhen the^ Duchess had dropped asleep, Caliban^ uncom- 
fortable -but polite, on her slippery lap, Peele opened his 
eyes and looked ?t Pam. * " 

He had not meaCit to see, her agam, but*the gods had 
foileo his intention, and hfs ^Lze npw was an embrace. 

To his surprise, however, she rose and went to the 
pianos '' \vTiat is that lovely thing ? '' she as^ed gently. 

It is" by a Norwegian ; do yqu like it ? Oh, Jim, 
you are really too rpde ! I believe you are asleep as *vell 
as mamma. 

Peele laughed. Nqt I^! I was hstening.'' ^ 

The bddy Henrietta laid her beautiful bare ann oVer 
the young girl’s shoulders., '' Let us go out into the 
balcony, dear,” *sl^ said.^ ” There’s a man who comes 
every night and sjn^ in the street ; he’ll be coming soon. 
A good voice, you know^ though of course untrained.” 

•They sat down in the tiny enclosure, and Pam, who 
^had followed them, leaned against the stone balustrade. 
“ May I smoke, Henri(/cta ?" Glorious evening,” he went 
on, taking a flat gold oox from his pocket, and selecting 
a cigarette frpjn it ; ” look at the moon. A reat Arcadian 
night ! ” ^ 

w Pam did not mcjve. She was not looking at him. 

^ ” Arcadia ? ” srep^at^d.the elder woman thoughtfully. 

^ ” Yes, there must always have been a moon there.” 

” Except in th^ daytiijie,” laughed Pam, ” and personally 
I think I like stars better .than the moon.” 

^ Do y(5u ? Dg you know, Pam, I’ve nevei* seen the sun 
rise, and pgrhaps for that very reason, I always ha^ had 
a feelbipigpthat while it lasts it must be the most beautiful 
thing‘mj^e twenty-four hours.” ' ^ ^ t 

” Have (jrou really never seen the sup rise, Lady 
Henrietta Yjes, it is very beauti^.” 
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. • 

Pam gaaed dreanyly at the sea as she spoke. ^ # 
Peele frowned *asJie watched her. | Shefhad*notJloolnd 
tt him once. “ I should like, ’’.he said, hi? scruples 
lis wijdom suddfenly vanquished by his rong^ ^ se#' 
jer^ he had se|n her the, other eveping, "k .'Jp the 
un rise. I have ndt'done so for years.” » * 

“ Should you ? ^ i 

“Yes., I should like tfl’see itjrise— in Arcadia.* ^ 
The girl gave a hltle irritated twist to her bare shofllders,* 
“ Sho^ you indeed ? ” ’ • . , • 

” Yes* An3 how, should ]^ou, in tJe wisdom your 
^eat youth, advise me to sot aPout doing so*? ” • 

r “ Really, Mr. Peele, 1 haven’t the slightest fdea. Hav# 
you. Lady ^nrietta ? ” • • ' 

He bit this lip. Hp was itot a vindictive; man, but it* 
annoyed him exceedingly to. have heV treat him in this 
way. It„ had been*his duty to himseli in tPR first place, « 
but also batl^ to his fianck and to hqr, to plan leaving her, 
butne rggented her taking this aftitude*towards Am. 

“ I fear,** he said, tossing ^way the,pnd of his.cigarette| 

' that I am too old both for Arcadia, and lor — sunrises. 
\t my age one dreams of suefi tilings, and then— wakes 

• • I 

The girl started as if he had struck her, and then, ter 
juick intellect detecting the pjferility of his revenge, she, 
aughed. “ I daresay,” She •ans\^%red•good-humour•dly ; 

‘ every age has its pleasures!^ As ^he ^ke, the piusician 
n the sh^owy street belo\^ began to tune Jijs guitar, and 
as the chinking, twanging accompaniment commenced, 
Pam leaned back ^ that no one could see her fa^. * Sbe 
could bear no more. . . . . ^ • * * 

" ‘ Lisa, Lisetta, o sienti a me,^^ the singer’s voice rose 
through the sweet night air. 

■' ‘ Lisa Lisett,’ 

dl cuor’! ’ 



PHAPTEI^’ IV 

As the slow hoilr% patsed, the moonlight qreepiqg slowly 
acro^*^ the oijed brick floof, and moving over the painted 
: walls, Pami’ay in her bed, Anting- her fight, j 

In her eighteen and a half years of life no one except 
, poor 'Mr. Cunningham had ^ver attempted Co implant in 
her mind onef seed of conventional honour or unselfishness. 
She had be^. taught to say certain prayers, but not to 
' pray ; her mother had occasionally told her mat it was 
wrong apij unladylikt; 'to lie, but the beauty df abstiiact 
truth had never been pointed out to her ; sh^^ftd been 
iold of a God-who hVed in the sky and who was omnipotent; 
of His Son, a man named Cjirist, who was borr in a cow- 
shed and died onra (Cross, but of their majesty and mercy, 
nothing. ' 

That she did not lie was because her nature was not 
‘ignoble ; she had the li^bit pf . telling me truth, without 
reasoning, without effqrt, but she had also the habit of 
always, ^6 fa* as lay in her power, doing whatever she 
wished to do; and her belief in her own will carnet very near 
to bging her rehgion. </ 

I '■ And now, that summer night she fought her fight, armed 
. with the insufi&clent^ weapon's that were in her poor little 
armoury. There ^i^as in her heart no blame for Peele. The 
memory of the long Wcupn days when he had been ill, and 
^e^” had been so happy together, prevented her from seeing 
him with "all the J-Iearaess that was in her^eyes»for other 
' people. ' H any onfe had done wrong it had beeli she 
her^ Gvfn then, at Torpington, when she had bathed 
hL forehjtad with eau de cologne and scolded him for hSs 
caielessnes^ regarding his health— even theiP, he ,hald beeni 
ingaged, and.^e had known it I < 



PAM 357 

“ I shouiu ua/e -Kept away from him,”^ she t<jl(?^he 9 elf 
with fierce misery.* “ How could l*go to idf ho»se ai I 
did ? Oh, I ivas a^8ol, a !ool ! " ^ 

If was a wretoied night, and when thfi clock tuts^ her| 
door struck four, decision was but jus^mtA. * 
Lighting a «an(^e she pattered over*the told floor to 
her Uttle ucritain* and ^after finding a sheet square 
note-paper, and an ?)blong envelope, ^e went Ijack to bed» 
and sat, huddled in the bed-clones, the candle ^Ibse at her 
elbow, jcfibbling rapidly with a*bluht i^itcil which required 
a good deal of licking to mJl^ it write, uptil thl,clock 
had strilck*another quirter? * » • • 

She folded her letter, addressed the envelope, and then, 
blowing out her light, said aloiid, “ Now, that’s done ! An^ 
it is day.** • . * 

The dayUght w^ coming In at the curtai|^ed windows,^ 
and the* dhe that was open showed a square of almost 
a^fiier-col^ufed sky. • ' * » 4 ^ 

“ Thi»if 4 in is going to rise,” the girl exclaimed alou(J, 
her small face wan in the hght ; " suffris* imArcadia 1 ” 
Rising, she thrust her bare fe»t into a^pair of shppers, and 
wrapping heeelf in a dressing-gSwn, stole quietly down 
the corridoi*to Pilgrim's room. ^ 

Thatcxcellent woman was snoring 5s her young raistitss 
entered, but a vigorous sfial^ waJ^enejJ her. ^ • 

“ Pilly 1 wake up, Pilly, you old sluggard ! ” 

“ Pam — Mi«« Pam — oh, dear me, what is»the hlatter ? ” 
"Nothlhg^is the matter, but you and are going to 
Paris this momingfso it’s fime to get up.” • ^ 

“ To Paris ! ” . * * * * 

Pilgrim sat up ancf ttinkecf w^dly in ner endbavour to 
seize the situation. • t 

“ Yes, to P»ris. And then in a|few da^re we’re going on 
to your beloved Monks’ Yeolind. Come, hurry, ^^on 
the gaib *f wbrietj^ and abstinence, your’hair, and ^ 
we’ll ^ack.” * • 

“ Pack U As if I’d trust you to pack your.ovJn toots ! 

I Vivst wy. Miss Pam, that I don’t see why we cto’t wMt 
until w8ek, as we 'ad intended, ^at will Mrs. 
Satdieverel sav ? ” • 
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JSachevcrel will say, ' Pam fian^ do no wrong/ " 
Srfhuny, tfiert's a ^cod old crosspatchf! 

% l^e yoking ^'rl went slowly back t8 }ief own room, and 
l^sitti^-^o^fn on the bed gave herself up to thoughti ^he 
was Alll /jecp fin her reverie when ,t|#e clock's string 
three-quart^.-s a^used l^er, and springing ap she went to 
the first of the darkenea windaws, and jerking back the 
(Curtains, thaist the, blinds away, it was a cplendid 
morning, crystal-clear and fresh. The roses that clambered 
up the side of th^, hcfdse hung sweet and^ dewy in the 
early she leaned 91A, drawing a deep breath, one 
< of roseoprays struck lief chdek, sprinkling fier with 
dew ,, 

Smiling, she broke off a gfeat soft bud and sniffed at 
it. To-morr6w she c would be in Paris I 

And then ^yidenly her eyes*’fell on a man who was coniing 
' up the slope towards the house. Jt was Peele. 

He wall^ slowly, dlAoot irresolutely, and his" shouHers 
pooped %s if with ^eat fatigue. 

Pam watched^ him with a rush of her old absurdly 
maternal feeling. He look^.d ill, and 

She quite forgo": tjhat'‘she, 'in her dressingtgown, was as 
visible to him as was Le to her, and when at length he 
locked up and called her name, she started ba:k as if 
she had but just p^rceiyeddiim. 

Pam." 

Tossiitg the rose down to him as an answer, she withdrew 
from the window, and dressing hurriedly, wenj: down stairs 
and put into the morning. 

^/She found him lifting on the balustrade near which they 
had supped a fe^ eteningii before, hi^ grey hair, ruffled and 
untidy, glistening^in the light of the rising sun. 

As she approached, hq rose and came a fewi steps toward? 

"Pamt" V . . . . 

“ little \yretch— little goose— why did you treat me s 
abominwly last night H " ' 4 ' 

She pau^ a few paces away from him, and bidding hii 
with a gesture to come no nearer, koked at him. 
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• “ Oh, Mr. Peele» you are ill ! Good heavens, Nw/ you 
look!” • . 

” Nonsense ! I aii ifct 411 . This— this elrly ligtt is Hot 
becoiping. Panl, 1 didn’t mean to come.'bu^ f ccAldif t 
heTpit.” # . • , . i ^ 

“But— I Imow, 1 understand; don*t tr^f to explain. 
Listen ; no^ that jfcu are here, lef s go up to the ‘ J?elvedere ’ 
and w£^ch the surtrise.’** , ^ , 

He put on his tat, and crossing ftie lawn they went in 
silence 4ip through the trees to Ihe littl^ t«mple-lfke building 
at the top of the hijl, and sat down facing the east* 

“ It more beautifil tlfcp ^e sunset,” *§eele Aid at 
last. . , 

Pam noddled. "Yes, Lady Henrietta was* right*. Mr. 
Peek,” she went oa hurriedly, " here is a dettbr I haVl 
written to you. Will you read it ? 

He tqpl# the en^lope and turned it over in his hands. * 
hate, a letter for you Pam; a letter to post 
w&ch Ueit the hotel two hours ago ; ^ didn’t jftist it.” 

“ Giw it to me.” » •• . » ’ * 

Crossing to the opposite side^f the jiavilion, she turned 
her face away from him, and tead* what ]ie had written. 

“ My deAr Pam,— I think, judging from the way^ in 
which ^ou treated me last night, t!iat you understand 
that there is nothing for us tc^db but say good-bye. J,havfi 
walked up and down for h/iurs thinking, but Jhere is no , 
other wav. I am engaged and I have no exctse for breaking 
my wor(^. • ^ * ’ 

“So I shall go^way to-morrow morning, and we wjU 
never meet again. ^Dear, \^e had oifr, one evening m 
Arcadia, many people h*ave less {hin Aat. God’bless you. , 

• . " J. P.” 

She read tms through twice* \^iy slowly, and then s^ii% 
that IjjB iiad* dropped her note and s^t staring vacantly 
before him, shl said with* a short laigh) “ It ^ould have* 
its funny jide if we had, each of us fleeing from <h* other, 
bfetb taken the 10.13 express ! " » * ^ • 

" Oh^yery iunny, Pam — do you know that ^ou are fbe ' 
mo^t abrardly illogical, woman in the world ? 
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Why, ami?” 

he pir-ked up the paper lie had let fall, 
ifd turning over, read slowly aaoiid^ '' ' In two words, 
nS righ{ to you, and she has/ Now^ just for the 
ake ^ ar^ymejjt, what difference does ifJiat right of Jers 
Dake to yov ? You have always insisted that every one 
las a rigl t to take what fte can get — thSt the vfeaker must 
;o to ^e wall, that concentration*^and a strong wil^ are the 

l^reatest powers in the world . 

I know. I always 'belfeved it.'* *■ , 

** Arid yout own mother did not hesitate to — take another 
ivom^'s hv^hand^ yet yoh ^ave never seemed to blame 
ber ! " 

“ No ; I have never blamed her." ^ 

Then *ho\/," he^ went oh, with increasing ^^mtation, 
rising and coming to where she stood, how in the name of 
goodness couTcl you write me such a let%r ? " ' . 

V It is a good lett,ei."’ 

** It fool of a letter. Either you love m*=‘^or you 
don't, and if you, do/ which I begin to doubt, what do you 
mean by all this sbiff ? " ^ 

Her mouth twitched 'with irrepressible amusement as 
she reached forward an^ took the offending missive from 
hir hand. ^ ^ 

Sit down then and let/ne read it tcryou. And don't 
interhipt me, please. ‘ Deai Mr. Peele, I cannot imagine 
how I could have, imtil last night, utterly forgotten 
Lady Henrietta. I did forget her, however, I suppose 
because I have a way of forgetting other people and their 
^jfghts v’hen I anj concerned.' ” The smile left her lips 
as she resd on, and her, VDice deepened. 

“ * You said, just before you left me in the olive grove 
that you woold go away and never see me a^ain, but when 
{l fpimd that we loved fearlr other, I forgot that you had 
said that.' Then when the Duchess's note came, J stupidly 
though; that it ihusl: have been suggested x>y yoiT. tEven 
then, in Chinking of Lady Henrietta, I was only sorry iot 
hrr. ® • 

" ' But when I saw her, then I felt that parha|» fitet al 
I ^ould{h8ve ?o be sorry for myself. And I am sorrj^fot 
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* myself. I am dbo'soiTy for you, fo^ J krtow Hurt wu Vill 
care, at least at first, t>ut in a. worn, 1 no ^ht tq 
y*u and sh6 has.* All night I have been tlyOkij^ aiftl 
thinking, and no^ I have d^ided tha^ we n\u^ meer 
pgain. To make*«tliis easier, I shall goiway to-morrowi 
You yourself ^ |now that thisJis best for all t^ree of us, 
and will uiidersta^d. Aid now, at first, ij is eas^ t<j 
separate, — that is, «as»<r. If we ^ot floundering in a 
morass oL woe, it would be at^fully ba^ for j^)u. as well 
as awfifliy hifrd for us both. , • . * 

“ ‘ Mlpd. I am not* sa^dngttjiaft I feel exactly cheei^ just 
now, but wui lasse^ tout passe. So good-bye, and ,Goa 
bless you. Pam.’ ” * • 

“ NoWjthlt,” she jidded gaily as she finished,*" is whaf 
I cadi a most admirable epistle 1 ’’ *, 

" Do yoy indeecil And you would actuall^ave sneaked 
off without saying good-bye to me* And toui passe, does 
it He r^se and walked nervously up and d<^«i. 

" ThAVuth is, my dear c^ld, that^ou are iK) more ifl 
love with me than you are with — the Qiam 01 Tartary." 

" Am I hot ? But then, y*u have no^means of gauging 
my feelings fhr that potentate — ojf, Mr. Peele, don’t look 
at me like tHat 1 I can’t bear it ! ’’ , • 

Catclflng his aign in both hej* hands she turned to him,, 
her eyes full of tragedy. *' \k)u hhve fio right to saji*that 
I don’t care 1 Isn’t it hard afcough to belr without that ? ’’ 
" Is it 'jard to bear. Pant ? ’’ he asked siyl^lenly gentle. 
" Dear, I wonder whether, we are going to be able to 
bear it ? ’’ * , • * \ 

“ Yes, oh yes. Li|t^ ! adnyt^ th^t it woul 4 almost 
ruin you to — break your engagement ?’’ 

“ In a way it would.” 

“ And admit that you love yo^ career even more t^ant 
you do me ? ’’• , •* • 

He ^ent» “ I love career vvy dearly— 
"Hushl don’t weaken. It — your career — will neijpr get 
0I4 and \yilnkled ; it will never bewill ; it wilfne^jer coq^ 
tradiCt |uid torment you, and I should do all thyse thinj^. 
All this, t# say nothing of hurting her so ter/ibly." 

" fiut why should you mind burt^pg her ? As I said 



a ^ never blam^ your mother for 

^amg slfe did— and^what^ slj^ ^d was much more 
thanwha4;youlniight do ” r ^ 

^ Th^-e y/^ a long pause, while the girl's eyes, sombre 
with though^, Wei^ turned to Ihe sparkllrig sea. 

At last^sne said, withf^a little frowr^ of coiicentration, 
speaking very slowly, ^ Til isll yqu the honest truth. 
Vou a!re perfectly right in saying that I am illogical ; if 
any one hkd put Jhe c^se cpefore me a week agp, I should 
have s^'id without liesitating that Fd let you break your 
engagement. ‘-I’d have siid f hat ^as 'long as we^ wanted 
feach other, we ought to have each other. It '^ould have 
seemed to ‘me perfectly natural. But now, somehow — 
perhaps becapse I know Lady Henrietta and because I 
know that she loves' you as ipuch as 1 do — I simply can't 
< do it" ‘ 1 

" You have taken ^1 in your own hands, T observe ! 
You leaveoaothing for me out passive obedience." 

' "You have taken your own steps ! Here is y^u,"? letter 1 
Surely you hkve no right to s^old me because we agree so 
perfectly!" p v ^ 

Throwing back nis head with a little characteristic shake, 
he .held out his hand to ner. " ^ 

" You are right. I am^a fool. But — I love you, and 
mencire less patient tha;. Wbpen. Tell me once more that 
you love^me, and i will go." , 

The colour faded from her face, but she gave him her 
hand. “ I do love you — oh, I / " 

< " Yo^ said I could never come to Ar^.adia, but — I broke 
hay way through fue hedge, ^d the thorns have hurt me." 
She stood motiomess, her face liidaen against his breast, 
" Pam, you arc a vefy good woman ; I am not a very 
-good man, bht I love yim letter for this." 

She withdrew berself gently from his arm^, and leaving 
' the pavilion, walke(|,to the neaiest tree, and pick^ a little 
purple f^Wer that grew at its roots. 

" 'rtiere,"'^ she said wi^ a wan smile as she came ^ck, and 
gave him the flower ; " here is the Grand Order of uie 
Khights (^pmmander of Arcadia. Please •keep dt. And 
now— I will go down by the path. ' Good-bye." 



Pam, we hav§ ieen very honourable, very re^afable. * 
Cannot we ha\^, out of all the days to c®me„ just thi* one 
day?'* \ O . * » • •. 

“ How dd you mean ? ^ 

1 mean, let stay with you until this eveniii^^ TheA / 
I will go, and no^^e^ come '‘back. But# ? think the 
gods could begrudge us just the^one day togeth^ ! 1' 

It will be harder then,"' she protested fainfly. 

“ N(J, no ; it will be easier, and we can have it to remeAbdt. 
Dear ^We both know that 4t c^n’t l|st ; we^are sternly 
practical as’well as rigidly l^onourabffe people I 'Ve know 
that itiw<yld ruin my career p^well as hurt tur consaiences. 
Pam, let us have one day ! *' ' • • 

She Tburst into a soft tremulous laugh. > * * ‘ 

** Ye^ we will h^ve one day ! Come, lefs forget every- 
tfeing outside of Arcadia., and be* happy — oh, let's be 
happy ! ^ * J 

HaiJ^in hand they went dowy ^he hill. 
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As Pam knocked, Pilgrim opened her door and appeared, 
an austere vision in^ black, petticoat and stPne-cdloured 
stays. *, " I’ve got the big bpx, packed, and will do the 
'Other one alter breakfast,” she began, with an aspect of 
chastfened dicapproval. “ I suppose you’ll wear your grey 
travelling-gown ? ” 

" There’s no hurry^ Pilgrim^” returned the girl coolly, 
^ we aren’t gc !ng until to-morrow ! ” •>< 

"Until to-morrow 1^ Jo-morrow I” Pilgrim almost 
screlmed, jp, her indignant surprise. " If we aren’t goi Jg 
dptil to-morrow I must say that I think it was cuel to 
get a woman oPmy age up at such an hour to-day.” 

" I haven’t the rembtest idea how old you are, PJly dear, 
but I am sorry. Howev^, I thought that we'were going 
to-day, and have changed my mind.* Now just put on 
your' dress, will you, and go and wake such slaves as are 
ndeess^y for the preparation s delicious little brekky 
(or two 1” 

" For two ? Breakfast for two ?” 

" Yes. Mr. Pede has come to spend the day with me. 
T hope the peaches aren’t all gone ? And we’ll have boiled 
;g^ and nice r^.sher. Tell the cook that I want the 
;offee black] will you ? 'And’ good' cream. Now don’t 
vaste time scolding,'>we are starved as it is.” 

" I must say. Miss Pam, I (don’t think 

‘ilufrPam put her (^ands ovfer her ears and ran downstairs 
vjiistling |ou(lly. ", Pilly,” she announced a moment later 
.0 her guest, b' is meditating poisoning you. She is simply 
jursting Vdth disapproval.” ‘ , 

/'Poor pay I” 

" Yes : she' believes herself to have been selit into the 



world for the expr^ purpo% of looking after me^ 9he 
|nds me terribly»trying at times I , • . • * # 

"lam sure of it S^ou usu^y ^t up ^ the ungodly 
hourof 5 A.M.Jmayl ask ?” , * ^ • 

" Not I. I am Dr. Johnson, a late riser, sir.^.This 
morning, as it hap^ned, I *had a w/»i*T^^me, Mr. 
Peek, if I had notf hanced to sdfe you from lne|Wi8dow, 
what would you haye doife ? ” 

Peek Shrugged his shoulder^ “ Sat on the doorstep ' 
for a few^ours un^l J coutd i|ng,,I daresay, d had no 
intention of seeing you ; I— I Jhought f (Ddn’t,wa«<rfo see 
you. I pie|nt to merely lo*!^ at the house and the® go 
back to town. But, nevertheless, I should tiave been* 
sitting on the. doorstep if you hadn’t looked eut oj the 
window." . * * , • 

"^ou frightened me, you .looked so ill. I am afraid 
you are faipt witftahunger, too ! " '* > 

" Well\o tell the truth, I am rafl^fr hungry ! I ate no 
dinnfr last night for obvious reasons.’* V , 

Less tffah an hour later they sat in the dining-room^ 
enjoying the very good brealcfast which the* unfortunate 
Pilgrim hafl ordered for then*.* • * 

There were toses in a glass bowl pn round table, the 
sun shone iif at th« windows and’rejted on the homely 
beauty (Tf the pretty china and silver, and over the partakers 
of the breakfast hung thw ckiifm^tha^ lies in a Ute-^-Uie* 
naeal for a man and a womaruVho Icwe each other. 

“ Two jpmps of sugar ! ’* laughed Pam.* Ofi, what 
a sweet-tootk ! ” . ' 

" I don’t take sugar with* my peaches, though, and*yoi^ 

" If you don’t want all‘the butter, ‘I’ddike some !*’’ 

“ I beg your pardon. What a’ charming person your 
servant is. Ht has a smile lik% Rojina Filippi's ! ’’ _ 

" Who is R*sina Fjlippi ? ’’ * . . • 

" Aj^rjfclev«r London ofctress, with the most dejjghtful 
imile and laugh in the world.” * 

« Antonio would be much plea^d. Yes, he is teaUv 
■athfl: ^ dear. His beam is one of pure joy over mj>havii^ 
lompanjf,'* she went on, rising and opening tjk door to 
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Caliban, who came shuffling^i^ong after her, “ ai^ 
&e lmowl{!dge»th^t Pilgrim bitterly ^iisipproves naturally 
iends'an edgt to his pleasure ( ” f 
‘I^I sc^ Kow d’ye do, Caliban ? ‘ ' 

"Ahis is his pwn particular ch'u^,” Pam explained, 
putting h'ttie beast in an old high-chair to which was 
fasttne(( a tray, and pilShing him to 'he kbb. “ It used 
tp be mine.” ■ , 

” Did it‘ really ?" You mean th^t you used to sit in it 
when ydu were, a baby ?<.’ ' ^ 

" Yes. The vahiish is 3 II scratched off ''the tray where 
I uiicd to.TKSund it with tpoon.” ) , 

Peele laid his hand on the tray. “ I wish I Ijad known 
you wheil'you were a baby, Pam.” 

" Do you,? I was a funny browp thing wit^ huge eyes 
and red hair.” ‘ » , 

‘‘RedP'i^ ' ' , 

” Yes. It was rea,lly almost red until I was fc'ar or five.” 
" Whe‘d you wehe — sa^, two — isn’t that the tray-pound- 
' ing pericd ? — I w^ a growji man I ” 

Pam watc^hed him for a second in sober silence. " Let us, 
to-day,” she began suddenly, " tell each othe'f about our- 
selves — I mean, sO that we can think abdut each other. 
Jell me about when you were a little boy.' I remember 
the picture you showed^ me, taken vhen you were six, 
and, how we shouted over yoar funny clothes and your 
roller-curl I Bub I mean, leVs tell each other about what 
we did when' we were children, and so on.” 

“ I didn’t do anything,” he began helpl^ly. ‘‘ I had 

a pOny I used to ride and an old tortoise in the garden ” 

" '\^at was4he pony’s pame 2 ” 

" Brown Bob.”' ' 

“ Well, go on.* Did you have a governess ? Whom did 
you play with ? ” she lurged impatiently. 

I ha^ a million governesses, one after the other. They 
all hated me — I w^^isn’t a pled^t child.’* « ' 

" Bu,t ^ou had no mother I Pigs, what did they expect ? 
And with i/hom did you play ? ” > t 

CaliGan, at this point, very much bore^, reached over 
iuddenly,',and plunging his band into Peele’s cofiie^ climbed 
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^}Dt of hifl chair^and flew to Pam, chattering distnlbte^y 
for sympathy. V, i , 4 * * » * * . *• 

“ It isn’t Jjumt', a tilt, you *£11103,” she said sten^, 
i>Tiynining the littfe membCT in quest^. *” Iiiflc^t— itS, 
nice and swelt. •Mr. Peele* takes twa Itpnps ^of sugar I 
Another cm), Antopio. I have |n idea,* she added, as the 
servant witndrew,'*! thinly I’ll give you Cally as alodtenir,” 
“ I’d^rather havd Pilly.” 4 ^ , , • » 

“ She wouldn't *go ‘with, yoi^; she disapproves of you, 
barrel stock, root and branch?” , ^ 

They finished their breakfast gaily, confparin^ notes 
about eacfl other’s chfldh(ib 4 , laughing at ‘the monkey’s 
pranks, and studiously ignoring any reference to the future. 

Then they rose from the table, and without any discussion 
of the subject went down int‘o the ohve grove. * * 

It was deligh,t^y cool there, as ynt, an(J the glimpses 
of theSbftght sea, with its hot glitter, were charmings 


through th* trees. , ’ » , ^ . 

" \\^t are you making ? ” Peele asked laOTjf from th«. 
grass on which he had thrown himself at,hej feSt. ' 

“ A gailand — a wreath,” sh^ answered, her small brown 
fingers busily twisting ancf tuAin^ Vie leaves she had 
gathered on her way across thejterrace. “ The peasants 
here make them. * Shall I crqwn y«u ? ” » / 


“ I am too old", Pam. ^Green leaves don’t suit greyhaii;” 
he said, a little sadly, . ' •* 

She laughed. ” You o;a ? ” ' , • . 

“ YeslJ I jnight have been your father.”^* • 

” Do you remember,” she asked, her hands quiet for a 
moment among the glossy leaves, “ my inventing^a Inotjier 
for you ? ” * • • • . ^ * • 

" Yes. I have been lonely ever since.” 1 

" And do,you remember making rae pronjise not to ‘ run 
away with some feUow or db^ything like that ’ u^thrpt 
first^elMng you ? ”• , * 

'*I r^ember it all, Pam. Every bft of it. I ^oight I had 
^forgotten, but I see I had not. Your little bluaslprt, your 
sailor liat, your duck shirts with the turquoi^ bottonsT — ” 
"Smd yOUr yellow slipjjers I And the te^-pot witji thd 
yg nick in it t And the quince )am ! ” 
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He'^oodded. “ Do you remember’kow^you used to rub 
bead with ^eau< de Cologne wl^ I had those beastly 
; be^dadhes ? ”f • > '* ,( 

*’ " cl \(onder — She broke rfi short, frowning 
thoughtfully., t , r>. ' 

“ Go on.fr \\Tiat do you wonder ? ' 

“ Whet her — it didn’t all begin, <A<n .” ' 

^ fie knew .what she me?nt, arid pa!dsed for ajnoment 
before answeririg. ’ ^ > 

" I harSly think .so ; ychi wWe a child.” ^ 

“ I know, "and yet— it isrft as if I*were a beauty — you 
couldn’t vojy well have-Ajardd fdl’ me of oncC-, tne other 
eve|iing, unless we had known each other before.” 

” Perhaps not. Pam, do you wish I had not come ? ” 
She raised her eyes and looked full into his. ”‘No,” she 
said slowly. . • 

“ If I hadfa’t, you would have been happier.’* ’ 

!' I’m gljid you camat * A, re you sorry ? ” o' p, 

” I thiliff that I am. Yes, I wish I had not com." ” 

' ” That Is, 9! cpurae, individual. I am glad. Now my 
garland is done. Come and Jet me try it on.” 

Antonio, who understood a great d^ of English although 
he could not speak it at'all, was disappointed in Peele, as 
be. served luncheon a 6ew hours later. 

“ Love,” he observed to the inimical Pilgrim, whose 
unnecessary presence in the<ki'tchen was perhaps not 
wholly accidental, '■ is queer tiife, isn’t it ? ” 

Pilgrim sniffed indignantly. ^ 

” There is the signore — the signore of the signorina !— he 
ispot'so pld, in spit^ of his hair, and he adores the signorina, 
yet what dp they talk of ? Politics V iVnd every one knows 
, how corrupt Enghsh ^litics are, and how dull ! I suppose 
the signore is ^ senator. Miss Pillagrim ? ” 

, " We don’t ’ave senators in 'England,” snapped that ex- 
excetfent CEeature,-with the natural disdain of a Bi^tish 
female for §t mere Italian. “ And why shouldn’t they 
talk po^itwi ? Thaac God, they do/" she added in an 
undertone. * ■ ' 

'V^eretipoQ Antonio, who had heard her lastr and 
who' was in his way a humourist, wink^ at the cook. 
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" Will vqj go with me to tfie Villa below , to look for some 
things that I have to^nd to Paris ? ” ' ' 

“ Is ther4 any place ^hitRe; f will not go W’th ye'd ? ” 
returned, Peele gravely, j , 

It was four o’clock, ^d the two stood by the window 
in the crol drawingtroom, looking out into the sunny 
garden. 

Ever since lunelfhon they had been in the hBuse, for the 
day had^ovyn to be very warm, and Pam had, was her 
custom, arranged in the myriad Vases fhe flow^ ’brought 
in to he? from the little greenhouse in.the kitchA-garden? 

They had opened the piano, t^o, on which Pam knew not 
one note from another, and Peek* had played for her all 
he could repall of a, "piece” c^ed “The Waterfall,” 
taught ,l)im years ago by one of his governesses. 

" She had red ahiny hands,” *he said, " with a wart on 
her left third finger. Herliarje wis Bfince, and her fcther 
had been a dean. How I hated hir ! ”'’ , 

“ You must have been a horrid little boyj 
" I had nd mother,” he retorted gravely, using her own 
words. It had been a charming aft^oon altog^e-\ 
They had asked each jother »aLl ^orts oJ ques^ons, the 
answers to which, Pam said with a little laugh, would make 
a part of the CTeat memory. 

She leamea that he hated'ippdtry, and that when hCj 
read for |jis pleasure, it was chiefly hisiorical biograpEy- 
He coJed nothing for science, or for classical music ; he 
loved pictures, however. His favouri^ picture\as^ Luke 
The Doctor, which she had^ never secn^ and whi<jh 
he aesa^M fo her at length. , , 

"The man’s face,"^he said, “is wondcrfil; soch a 
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mixttire ot pity^ tenaemess, and res^gna^on to the Iiinitar< 
tjSns of *hit ^WQ ; you n;>u§t<go and see it some* 

^ 1 shall go.” 

H6 ha^ not(Wfed her, he^had har(llji. touched her hand, 
but they Ited, hi ' the cc^ncentration df th iir minds, been 
wond&ndly close to each other, 
c“ Do you recite now ? ” he asked oace. 

•' How, do ydu know I ever recited? ” 

“ The Duchesa tyld me. 

" Ah yes,* I recite sometimes, but I don’t care for it as 
, much as fm^d to. When S hfas very little I to know 
a lot of Italian poems by heart, but I am too old for them 
nowf Ani English poetry is not musical — except Keats, 
‘who is n<tt dramatic — and Hbrrick.” 

“ Recite something to me nrow, Pam, oij^ of your favourite 
things.” And when she began, standing v.itk lightly 
clasped fingers be^rs hipi, he knew that she nad nwde 
this choice because it held no emotions. 

.0 ,, 

*' I sing 5f Blooks, of Blossoms, Birds and Bowers : 

Of April, Mayt of J\'ne'Iapd July flowers. ' 

I sing of Ma'y-pDles^ Hock -carts, Wassails, Wakes, 

Of Bridegrooms, Bfrds, and of their Bridall-caaes." 

‘ ^ . 

, “ Aren’t the words all lovely ? ” she broke off ; “ it is the 

liquid I’s that make ItaRan 'tq, musical too. Listen ! 

f « 

I sin^ of Dewes, of Rainesf, and piece by piece , 

Of Balme, of Oyle, of Spice and Amber.gretJte, 

I sing of Times trans- shifting ; and fVrite 
How Rose^ first came red, and Lillies white. 

ft ^ V V, ' 

S write of Gruves^'ot Twilights, and I sing, 

The Cour^.of Mab*, and of the Fairie-King. 

I wrke of^Hell , Lsing (and ever shall) .t 
O f Heaven, and hop« to have it after all I 

“ Thii Court of Ifeb and of &e Fairie King ! ari 
almost suiall enougi to be Queen Mab, but you are toi 
bipwnl ’’ ‘ ^ 

Qu^ ,Mab was no bigger than’my thucnb -Bo yo 
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" 1 do. And the Writer because tiiou^ ho wrot®* 
of Hell, he hoped for Jl^ven after all.’* • * *, 

There was ^ sh^ jaiDe, *and then sudden^ she rftany H , 
the ^subject by a^mg him to go to fit f ilia* Tap^rt 
with her. * C a . I 1 » ^ • 

“ I had a n'Ste |rom Madam(^ de Vlicourf vesterday 
asking me fo look ap one, or two things that shfff^got/' 
she continued a few^’moments la^er, as^the^weut do\m the, 
path, the sun shining -on Ijer hair and making ;t almost 

copper-colSurefl* * > » 

" The fftmer’s wife airs the' villa, and so dn, and I’ve 
had her o|Mn the blincfs.” ’ 3he swung the* k;!y on^ one , 
finger as^she spoke. • 

“ Friends of yours, I suppose ? ” . ’ 

“ Obviously ! They used to live her,e every wfhter, and* 
we knew them ^yfy well, bat for the Jast tyvo or three 
years tfi^ have not stayed long, and now — ” They 
ha4- turned to the right and cnmfcinto a domain mu^ 
more pretentious than the one above, Pecle not^cfed ; the 
well-gravelled paths were broad, and” the flpwer-beds in'* 
front of the house laid out with some skill. 


“ I feel lil^ Marat or Daftton,’ or^srme one of those 
creatures, making a > visile domic^iatre,” exclaimed the 
girl, fifting the key into the loc,k, and opening the door. 

“ Brrr I how mifety it smells^! I must give Margarita , 
a wigging. I don’t believe .the windows have been*dpen 
for weeks.” ,* • , 

She opfen^ a door to the right of the hHck and white 
marble entrance-hall, and he followed her into whaj, to 
his surprise, he perceived to be a furnished drawing-roonV 
The sun, streaming’ ia, fell On* 3 !iellQ)v s'htin chairs and 
sofas, on inlaid tables, handsomp nigs^ and a hundred 
graceful knic;jcnacks which gave it a cu/iously inhabited 
air- ^ * 

" T^ looks as though tfie mistress of*the house would 
come'’d<Iwn in*a moment and ask us*what the ddbce we ’ 
are doing here ! ” he exclaimed. “ N^t in the feast like . 
afi empty house.” * * - f 

" because she left so suddenly, p 9 or dev ; a^d 
8h% had no heart to pack. Ah sio, she’ll never <»me back,” 



r^ttmied the gjrl with a sig^, sittii:.g,down at a small 
ormolu S4ctita^r4 andjOpening it^ r r 
* •' Why is a poor dear ? And yhy wpn't she come 
back*? *Pe5e 'leaned against the y^Jl, and folding his 
arms* wafchcd fi^rf as with an obvious { eractance she opened 
the h^tle (frawers'ic'ne by one. 

fuse her husband has ^ run a\/ay ^rbm her, and 
because sha is verj^ unhappy/ ^ 

By Jove 1 ^ What is their name, did you say ? '' 

De Vaucourt. i,Oh dear, I hate to look^.thrtut^h these 
pappus, but^she wants his letters.” i 

Vaucturt ! I say, PamV liad sfee been marrfed before ? ” 
Yes, t^e first husband was a M. de Boissy, I think.'' 

Peele frowned. “ Well, upon my word ! Delphine de 
Boissy a ‘frielid of yours ! ” 

The girl (i^med, the letteri; in her ha^|/Ji '' Why noi. ? ” 
she asked curiously. / 

• “ Whywbecause shC-d-d^j^d your mother know lier ? 

- Of omrse. Father and M. de Vaucourt wue gtreat 
‘friends."^ c < 

Peele said nothing for a ^moment, while he stniggled with 
his impulse to curse the selfish carelessness- of Sacheverel 
and Pauline, ! 

' “ So the fellow married her,” he said presently, .as Pam 


closed the secretaire^ and l?d tfijC way upstairs, the packet 
of letters in her hand. ^ . , 

” Yes; And then about t^o months ago he left her. 
Father said h6.J>ehaved like a brute. She wrote and wrote, 
but didn't answer her letters, and at last she went after 
^jm and found — a-” 

** Yes,«and fdlind ? ^ ' 

” Found him living very comfortably in the Avenue 
K16ber with a yovng person whose — cheeks didn't bag.” 
VBag?” 

” Yes. ^ Poor Madame de X^^court's do bag horribly 
of late^; the skin seems to have got loose in a m6st unat- 
tractii^e^ay. Shp^is pretty old, you know, and it seems 
ti be only in books that people enjoy growing old together, 
like Jonn .Anflerson and his wife, or Darby ?i?d Joan. 
I am sure/' she went on, opening, the blinds of the r^m 
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into which she Jiai led tl^ way, and lo(^dng at Wm ^th 
great solemnity, "tl|i^M^. Anders<Mj' 3 chMkJ\(^ bam, 
and that Jo/in wijre a inuff-colburea frontj and wt, wfi»t 
d iohn AndeAii and Darby care ?% I^ol; a Sm,Ahe old^ 

.• I...A 1* .. J • a 'I* 111 * * • 


did 


dears, but thfti, th^y lived ia Arcadia j’j 
" What an fcboiranable cynic *you alb ! Eft fcqu really 
mean that you tnink r^ people never love eaan other 
all the^ hves ?”•* ^ ,*• 

“ Oh yes, sometimes, fat^jer and motter will.” Her 
voice wa/ vejy gentle, as she knelt by* Venetian wedding- 
chest an(^pened it* ' ^ 

” And ^u explain tiJeir Sale by the fact that they were* 
not married until the other day ! That’s like your absurd 
tout lasse, t^vi passe" he went on with a sudden irritatiop 
that surprised himself. He ‘had had.no intention of pro- 
teoting the inst^ution of mitrimony against, her, but her 
attitudb annoyed nim beyond control. " You really ought** 
to^stop irgying in this ridiculcjis’vfaj^ Pam ; |H puts jfou 
in*4 vtTV false position.” . * ** 

She TOmed, a long strip oi yellow hice in her hands, and 
stared up^t him in unfeigned wonder. • 

" What oi^earth have I sarti ? *WI^ are you so cross ? " 

" You haven’t exactly said anjdhing, just now, but I 
remember your did jeremiad* against matrimony, affid* 
it has occurred tb me th^t yo* ^e tgo old now for ^ that 
sort of thing. It used to he^mujing, Jjut it is both* silly 
and unwise now.” * i • * • 

She frowned, and then as suddenly laugJ»ed. 

" Well, ot all ^ears ! Haven’t I a right to mjfc own 
opinion ? ” , • 

” Yes, to an opinioh, but n<A to a ha^Al, wrong-headed 
prejudice. You have no right to rail gainst something 
of which you f ave, unfortunately, seen notldng." 

There was a long pause, dinring which she foldedaher' 
lace ydthout filming her from his face. • ^ 

‘‘ Iwi^e seefl more than you thinki’ she sa^ quietly. 

“ My grandfather and my grandmotha hated.eadb other ; 
niyyunt Rosamund is wretched <Hth Mr. Maxse,^d she 
bc^ hjfih ^eath ; the Rector at Yeoland and hi& wife 
ar^very polite and cetemonious to each othef) bat they 



in opposite pomere of the|,Rect(ffji ; then there was u 
my fath» and poos Mrs. Kennedy,^ atwf now the Vau- 
ephrtsl^' ‘ ‘ , 

‘ In it> ^?ay lier' evidence was overwhelming. He? life, 
he saw, h^d been^^ch that ip. naming i!Hiese''few examples 
of maritaWisery, sipe had pientioned alniost 1 11 the married 
couples she had ever known. For a moment, Peek was 
tta^eped, and +^en^he recovered hin:.self, “Yours has 
been an exceptional as wel^ as an unfortunate experience, 
dear,” he said, “ buf believe me, in the end Ifiw <nd order 
must J)revail'." 

,f . Pam shbolc her head get^tly. *“ Why wasie time in 
quarrelling ^about the Kaiser’s beard ? ’’ 

“ B\it it isn't about the Kaiser’s beard ! Jt is of the 
utmost importance.’’ 

" Not to ipc.’’ . ' ^ 

As she spoke, she turned and once more bent cVer the 
chest in w^ich she lyas ^arching. 

“ "Men‘Y^ want to marry you,’’ he went on, with a 
mg of fierce jealoesy. . ” 

“ But I shall notjwant t^ marry them. Ah, here it is, 
le crucifix. Poof ^ng, it was her mother’s.’ As she 
poke, the stable clock S'juck slowly,, and involuntarily, as 
f\oy both counted its strQkes she turned and looked at 
im, the ivory crucifix pressed to her breost. 

“ hive 1 Pam, the day viy ^on be gone — our day — 
he end is con?ing I ’’ 

" No, no, notrffhe end ! I can’t bear it I ’’ For l moment 
ihey, stared at each other in -silence. „ Therf Peek said 
l^iJar^y, “Nor can 1 1 Pam, we can’t do it ! God knows 
we’ve tried, but'we, 4 :an’tj and thank God that we can’t — 
come 1 ’’ 

Almost roughly,, he drew her to her feet and caught her 
in bis arms. “ Pam, we^ ba>e tried, and failed.” 

“ Yes, ve hav^' failed.” ^ 

Neither ,pf them ^ew how long it had "been wllbi he 
raised ehij‘ head frqp hers, and after a moment’s further 
siknee ^.^e ^d suddenly in a strange, harsh voice, “ y<?u 
wyi nofaslt m^ to marry you ? " 

“Pam!"’ 



“ Yes. You knSw JL \^cu^ut uo mat/* • 

“You musti” * < , » 

I cannot Dr not ask me that.** 

Th6 turn a|faiy^ad taken was bev^dmng and* almost ^ 
ludicrous. That he, who h*ad never, lifniil minutes 

ago, dreamea of jthe folly of ^arryihg her, 4h6iild be 
‘ urging her to marryjhim,4nd that she should he refusingJ 
Jiffi, I love ;^ou^more thin anythin| in the Vwd* 

I will do any^ng for yoif, I'^will ^o agywher^ with you 
— to-moitow*if you like, but Jhat one^thing I cannat do.** 
Peele^ ^ his teet& aad her creepirfg bands^from ^ 

his shoulders. The moment was a crucial one, anc^ he 
realised^ it. Not only all his love for the inncfcent fx>l in 
his arms btit all that was best of the manhood in him, 
rose to (fombat her folly. , ' 

^ Pa^, Jfor CJbJ*s sake hsten to me.* Yotfare a child,^ 
and musi trust me. You must m^y me, or J shall ^o 
aw^y and n^ver see you again. ^ ^ * - 

She d^ew away from him, h^r face coljd. I will not.** 

You must. I should be the greatest 'scdhndrel— don't 
make me ^tifraid of myself.** ^ ^ 

I will ndt marry you,” she an6w<?red slowly, and very 
distinctly. ''He felt that he had 16st Jiis cause, and to 
bitter %hame he realised that fn the bottom of his heart 
there was a throb of glackiess.'' • » 

Then suddenly a creeping^fcAsation of*K:old sickr^ess came - 
over hinv, QJid he put his hSina blindly to his j:hroat. 

” I — feari am going to Jaint,** he said^owly ; ” don't 
be frightened.*’ But she was so frightened that ^yhSn 
came to, a few minutej later^ h^r face, iooking^ old and 
worn in its agony, was as white as1iist!)wn. 

” Jim, my dearest, I thought, bh, I -thought—** Her 
eyes filled anS the hot tears ft^l oi* his ch*eek. 

His heart amote lym. ” PaiA, you see your,obstiifacy 
nearly killed me ; now yoif must promise. You must give 
up this mad idea, my poor child, andll too raulj gjve up 
nyich. *You must marry me.” w ' * . ^ 

Hfer mouth trembled piteously as she looked/at h& 
througV Her fears. ” I can’t, oh, I can’tl listen, you 
arrtll, we can’t discuss ft now ; we wi^go back into Arcadia 



fot ouf tj^a. and when we ark in fcn^kgid we can pianc 
tlfn«s.i' ‘r \ i ^ 

c He Sighed, rising, {licked up his^iat. ,He was glad 
to quj% tte subjec^, his strength, in twrf senses, wascabput 
gone. f ** 

Half d(^zed he 'e*^tche(il her gather tip tne letters, the 
crucihx, and the eider-down shawl site had tound, and 

few^minut^ }:iter,^her strong young Shoulder giving him 
more that a nominal support, ♦ they crossed the boundary 
and v^ent b^ck ihtc Arcada. 
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CHAPTER I ' 

* * I * 

“ Now, Pilly, you are to go back to the hojel and Aave * 
your tea nfith Caliban. I am going to make a visitf” 

The had stepped irf front of^Brentano’i, and affer 
several minut^p Pam had come out of the^jhop and now 
stoodVx)idng with mild amusement into her maid’s honifi«S*^ 
face. ♦ , ^ ^ » 

Aidsit ! In Paris ! I really don’t thinl^'Miss Pay, 
as yoif ought to do such things.” - . , 

“ Sony, but I must. Is my veil ajj right ? ” 

The youpg girl wore a •sim^e tailor-made gown and 
a very smart black hat thatj sSe had bought that 
morning. Pilgriifl, eyeing hei;with disapproval of her ai4ij' 
could not withlfbld a certain edging admiration for hjr 
looks. * , V * •* 

The girl was curiousl;^ yaceful, eVen.inHkis day of 
gracefuf women, and the unusually longeiope of her erect 
shoulders |ave ^er, in conjunction with the alert (yrriage 
of her small head, a very chstinguished air. * S 


The day was on« of those vrafm.^exdting, Paris spnng 
days, when something delightful, seems to the young to be* 
on the ver^ point of happening. Panfs eyes were bright, 
her cheeks faintly tinged wftli |>ink. • « 

“ Dotsn’f Paris make you feel wickedj Pilly ^ ” she asked 
sudfteSily wfth a laugh of pure. pleasure it doe! i 
me, and it makes me feel that wif^ed thin^ afc reallju 

• V * . 

PMgqm olasped her grey cotton hands.implonngly., 

Ob, Pam, do talie me with you I I can sit in the baD, 
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kn(V<^, or even in the cib. foth» young ladies don’t ( 
gOjfaging 'about all ^one.” i f 1 f ^ 

c Pjm Itared, f " Ra,^ing ?r Oh, w,ell,*y(m poor thing, con- 
sole yajuSeif, ft)r'’I|’ln not going to r'lftge. I’m going 
to make onec vigijxand then I shall t cc me back to the 
hotel, and/^ou kn^jy we are going to‘ tha/ theatre. So 
good-bjlfe.^ Don’t worry, rilly. I’ll be as good as gold, 
rpallylwiU.”., n . ‘ ' 

After gl^ng ^ith hatred and ferocit}*. at a young man 
who, attired in th^ ^^ashion of the following mo^th, had 
come t6 a stalidstill and was Eyeing Pam with unr oncealed 
, admiration; Pilgrim sighed^ rq rignedly. 

Very well, Tve done my best, as I shall tell Mrs. 
SacheVerel. I hope at least that you are goiog to see a 
Iddy.^^ ^ , 

Pam stared again, and her 'frankly puzzled stares wem 
»ery characteristic of her. To see a lady ? o->urse I 
am; you df»n’t think I^ln^going to see a gentleman, do 
ypu?*’ ' 

^Pilgrim tos^d,her head. I donH know, Pra sure. 
You used to, last ye?ir, in Tprpington.'' ^ 

Pam got into the shabby vehicle and leaned back in one 
comer. Sure enougn, ^o I did,*' she returned carelessly. 

‘ V.''yell, I’m older now, and have given up that habit. 
]^ow don’t get lost, Pilgrim- 7 the hotel is just up the second 
street,^ you know. And 'don't speak to any one you don't 
^knowl" t « , I \ 

As the wretched maid walked away in slow dignity,! 
Pam ^ave an address to the cabby, and moved off in the 
ot^ er direction, still smiling over her little joke. 

It was fvening, and the sunshine began to pale ; the 
, air was sweet with the odours that awaken even in great 
cities, when spring'comes down that way. 

Tl^e Champs Elys6es Wc|s 'crowded with beautiful car- 
riages filledtwith beautifully dre^d v'omen, dowers were 
' for sale Everywhere, the sky was blue, the tffees detcktely 
, green. ^Rim was vtry happy. Only two days before 
shec had.bceh in ALeadiu with Peele, and now, beca^ 
he ioved^ hej* and she loved him, she was happy Paris 
without him,^ 



Th« day in . 
up Peele, not Bfec|ii 
do it, but becausasc 


I uiraone her resolutioi^ to giru 
I had learned that |h» a)uld*not 
ltinct,told»ner thlt it wdbld 


him, to giv5 her^p. The momenty^t»co»victjpn*h?l4 
c(ftne to her/>he;» fcruples ^ad melted ipt<i notmngness," 
and she meijitaily sacrificed ^he Heafcetta with 
the incidtotal pi^ a high priest of^old musf Mhve felt 
for the lamb whpse thVoat he cut to do honour to lus 
god. ' . . ^ ‘ * / ’ • 

And now there remained iff her.mjn^ but tne one pro- 
blem— wether sh^ should marry Peele. • » 

Her dislike of the iQea*o^ ^ng herself 'foo life ^as a, 
perfectly sincere one ; whatever her faults were, they, we A 
not thos^pf a poseuse. The thought of sayiflg therwords 
she hadjfately heard her mother say was utterly repugnant 
tether ; she di^ not believe in the bftiding (m^ty of such 
promiles„and she had never broken her worn in her Ufe. j r 
Peele ha^ left her that evening two days befofe, beliexing 
h6t unshaken in her determination ; ’ she knew* this, and 
yet sh# knew that his wor(^ had not, been without effeft. 
His faint had so terrified her that it had inquired all her 
strengthen persist after it in fiie>refusaj she had given him 
before it , , » ’ 

Hi^love for her seemed so,wond>rful, so incomprehen- 
sible, that she would have |^en glad of an occasion to 
make some tremendous^ saenfiefe fot him ; and yat h^r 
mad ideal of absolute freeJo|i hsftl grcAvn with Ijer growthi 
and seemed a part of her ^Jery bone and i^ysfle. 

When tHfe fiacre stopped ^if^r ten minutes easy progress, 
before a charming little hotel with a cj)at-of-arni.‘^ id s^one 
over the door, the §pirl«was deep in thought and roused her- 
self with an effort. 

The servant who answered her nng looked at her in some 
surprise, ‘^es, Madame was ^ at home, certainly^ but 
Madame^ wa3 very iU.” • j 

"^uBt give* her this card, will you ? ’’ > » 

A moment later she found hen.elf stancf^lg on the 
threahdld of a great bare room ia the “lentre ef which 8p)od 
a uu|;e mahpgany bed with brocaded curtains, i 
“Pam!" 



Cai^lma!^ ’ I i; f < 

The ^eat ^^lia held outi her^ l^d 'Without moving 
hef bo^, andfbendjW ovgr the embrb^ered pillows, the 
rfeuhg girl Irissed heron both cheeks. • " 

“ Yod here^ Ppi l' I cannot believe the actress' wtnt 
tn in Itali^. ® f ^ » r 

“ No f 'And yetphere 1 am ! But y<*u— you’are ill 1 " 
“^Yes, so ill, liat when I saw your card I thought I was 
(feliriofls agaih."''^ 

“Did yOu remfn^ber m;^ ndme at once?” 'Pam sat 
down OTsily on the edge of •‘he bed, and took oft her hat 
uninvited. , “ It is very long sillce you have seeri'me 1 ” 

* The sick woman smiled faintly. " Oh, very long— three 
years ^ Ah^yes, I knew your name. As to your face, 
you have changed very little, except that you are plder.” 

There was a short' pause, after which she added softly, 
I have nevit placed Pia since, without thinking 'Sf you. 
Do you remember ? ’\ • 

^ Indeed t do relhembel'. That is why I "came. Bbt 
tfell me first, what is the mattp with you ? ” i 
Ravaglia sifiile'd, her yellow face wrinkling amazingly. 
" The matter ? Nothing -, 1 ?m just dying. Please don’t 
make a fuss,” she added fwith sudden fretfulne!is ; " I hate 
talkin g about it. Tel] mS a^ut yourself. Are your father 
a^ mother here ? ” 

* “ Np. I brought Rlgrfin and Caliban with me.” 

, “ Poor ol(l Pilgrin 1 Whof^'iCaliban ? Ah, yes, I know 

now. Well, ybu are alone m Paris with a maid and a 
monkey?” « 

Pam Jaughed suddenly. “ Ves, is ifUreadful ? How' 
efer, we are going' on to, England, to my grandfather’s 
to-morrow! I stopped oVer here to ask your advice aboui 
something.” ^ ' 

" My advice ! My de?a- child, en voild uiie idei asse. 
ngoK/ 1 About what ? ” ' ^ 

The girl was silent for a momeht, marshalling hen wnrda 
and then^^rhe spoke. 

" Yoft remember piling me that somewhere in the worL 
th^ w^ a man whom I should— love ? ^ell, hs ha 
collie.” 



PAl^ 

^ The tragedian, wjuise fot all its triomphs, h^ 
so much more tAgm |han wy of her draAas,.diew a kSto 
teeath. 1 * • ^ • ‘I ' * .• . 

“ Ypu, little Pa^ ? Go on.” \ • • • * 

'• He fa verje mw^ older tl^ I ; he is qjiitp old-^-^” 

As she pau^, the sick woman^openeA fier ejcAsuddenly, 
very wide, fcnd tur^ her head sharpl/T* “ It isn't Chamley 
Burke?” she asked. •* • ^ , 

“Chamley Burke?, Good Hfeaven#, now” ^ * 

Therip was a short pause* alttr whi(^ Jlavaglia bade the 
girl go oimwth her ^ory. • * • 

“ He 4s James Peele. * I ih^ him long ago’atmy ^tand-, 
father*^ He is a politician, and very brilliant. I dpn’f 
know,” sh^ added with real humility, but a pAud look in 
her eyeSj" why he (^es forme, but he does.” • • 

‘.‘I think In can guess why, cartna. Well, you are 
engaged ?* * ** •< 

The lakt of the afternoon suit ivas cominc, in at the 
wflidoWnanS fell full on Pair’s facfe. Her*^^yes were^ 
Ravaglk saw with a pang, Jike her Q>vn ^at that moment. 
The actr^, who was a Sicilian, 'was supirstitious, and 
her breatn caught in her throat *as sfij recognised in the 
voung girl’^eyes the Jook that shobdieved to be fateful. 

" Ng," Pam said slowly, “ 1^ i^ engaged to the Duchgg 
of Wight’s daughter.” , 

In her relief the elder wfuijan labghSd aloud, and catching 
the girl’s hand kissed it. ^gaged ! 'On^ tha| 1 Then < 
it is all night, thank God ! ” ’ . 

Pam loolAd at her gravely. “You mean because he is 
not married ? ” * , ♦ * 

“Yes. Thank G«dJ AA;”. .Her short cry of pain 
frightened Pam, cuid slipping from tHe bed, she was about 
to ask if she could nothing to reheve*her,_when she saw 
that Ravag&a had fainted. • ^ * # . • 

Ringing tl!e bell hastily, she 'dipped her handkerchief in 
som# Water and laid it on the strangely waxen^looking* 
forehead, and when the maid came in, and ^nie dropr 
ha^ been administered, the sick»wonl|n at tength op^ped 
her eyigs^an^ tried to smile. 




iM PAM 

^“I ^^ted again, did r?'’Jshe M)ced. "I hope yoi 
irfiren’t frightened, httle Pam k ^ ‘ 
c" I ifBS thdagh. jjMr. Peele layifed vhe o^er day, anc 
low jputdo it' tdof It is awful. I wbi'go now ; you an 
too tired.” < • , , , ' ‘ 

"Yes, too.tired,^but you mustn’t^go. I haven’ 
yet gi^fen"you my^aclvice,” the actress went oii^ half play 
fuljy, but w^th^ an evident efforf. “ Sit down and let m< 
do it.'’ , ' ' „ •' 

Pam obeyed ip (jilence,'^(f after a morueni Havaglij 
went On. • ^ 

“ F am 'b'lad for you that ,tlus man is not marritd, dear 
and, the only thing for him to do is to break his engage 
ment. Thlt is my advice ; and then he must. marry yo* 
{ft once. I am glad for you, but I am sorry for poo*- Burke.’ 

“ Burke 1 ” ejaoifated the ^girl. " Whji do you speal 
of him ? ” ^ , 

" He is Jjere, and Iw h^ told me about ypu.*' He is i 

f ood mar*, {fcs men go, and he is not a prig. He wo?’ld mak' 
h admirable husband.’’ 

“ He is her^, you^say ? Jn Paris ? ” , 

" Yes, yes, in Paris ; why shouldn’t he h® in Paris 
He comes often to sde ipe, and we talk of you. He love 
,«9u very dearly, Parr.” 

" I know. I wish he didn’t. Do you-happen to knov 
whether he is going down"'to ^pnKs’ Yeoland soon ? I am 
and I do, hope he isn’t. ’’ j 

“ He is not.' He was going south to-morrov. — to se 
you. He has your father’s permission, ^d I 'think if yo 
sv’ rib, (he will go, back to Australia.” 

‘‘ If I say no 1 ” v ‘ ' ' 

" Ah, I understand ; you think that only your Mr.- 
Peele exists, dear' child, but Burke will go on existin 
nevertheless. Pain,” she' we.it on hurriedly, catching th 
'^rs’hand^and holding them Iq a hot, nervUus fdasp, “ 
•am glad you came 1 You should not have^come, 'arid n 
^one musti^jiow that you did, but I run glad. I have s 
longed ?o Uef you ; ^ hare thought so much of yoti. pi 
they tell cyou that my little girl died ? ” 

‘'No!” ' ' 
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, " Yes, she died. Jtt*I h^ bit known that she ^ it> ' 
uture I might hSve Iter with arfd hpw»I wotlW 
lave loved her. A^, fh^ mighi;bav«let ile knout, tlj^^ 
night Jiave lei me 0now ! ” V • • , • • « 

Al she finished speaking sl^e burst into fi. 0t of crying 
hat shook heiSwhdle body, herjthin h&ifds cli^ied tight 
)ver her fade. « " t • • 

Pam knelt by her* in niAte sympathy? hex own eyes ^1, 
)f tears? After a.feiy minut^ Ravtgliat became ^niet, 
ind laj% with. half -closed eyes*1n a, s^tf of exnaustion. 
Pam watcied her forborne timff, and then rose* Shetcould 
lot go on with her storj^ ; ^Ijp Voman was *too» ill ft) be 
xoubled, and it was late. , ‘ 

She said ^ood-bye to her very gently, kissing her ^loor 
faded- facjg repeatedl)^ “ I will write to you,” ‘she said? 

‘ I ,must go oij to-morrow, «for I haVe written, but oh 
3arissinla, J wish I could stay 1 ” • •• ^ 

" Nonseos^ dear. I wouldn’t let you stay^ I shoqjd 
aot*iiave,let you come, if I hadicnown! I am^hri that I, 
did not » know! You must^ go. Te]J your grandfathef 
that I kep| my word, dear.” ^ ' * 

" My grandfather I You know •him 
” Yes. Apd Burke;, will be coming to see me. What 
shall IjJell him ?” • , * • ^ 

Pam paused. <!' Tell him,” ^he said, after a moment, 
with deliberate slowness,^' that *1 afh very sorry ;,<hat* 
I love another man with mj»whole liearti and that because 
of that I«do not wish to se5 him.” , 

“ You are®right. I will .tell him. And now, good-bye. 
Come and let me bfess you, if you think q^y blessingx^^’v., 

" Hush, Carissima i ”# « • *■ 

The young girl, her mind still lieaf^y with tile burden 
she had hoped to unload here, knelt simply 4ke a child by 
the bed, and loent her head tontht failing hand. 

A monjpnt* later ^e was drfving rapidly %ough*'the 
streets, her ey« wet, her ficart heavy. *> 

Ravaglia was dying, and Ravaglia was to b^tte first 
poi^n she knew to go through the Gn^t Gate, 



CHAfTE'R IF 

II' " Monks’ YBOL-'.ND,^^t’W*«%. 

' DeAis Both,— A fter divers a^d raried ad’4ntures by 
_ sea Vnd fincii we arrived' htTe on Saturday, and*'! should 
have written before only I have been frightfully busy, and 
I kfcew you wouldn’t worry. 

" “Weir, to go back to Paris. I looked up Madame 
Femande, ?qid ^he measurd me for nry gown, for“ the 
’wedding, and two others. She says my figure ii,' very good, 
and I think she’s rigid, {oo. She’s making mt a biscuit- 
^coloured floth gown trimmed with a sort of greet and gold 
braid (sounds appalling, but, it isn’t), a blue cr^e de chine, 
and the wedding .garment, which is, as mother advised, 
also pale blue, a lovelj? gauzy, chiffony thipg with a silk 
stripe, which make! ^un, ‘in tho dusk with the light 
^hind her,’ appeal a very attractive young pe-son. I 
also got some hats-^ne is» lovely, very dat, all black, and 
joj^f joys, not lop-sided. 

“Pilly in Firfe— on the point of bursting 

into loud lamentations all the time ; I had my hair washed 
at Lenth^ric’s, and the man dressed it in a lovely way, 
Jew, smooth on trp, and parted. I told Pilgrim to watch 
how he (fid it, but she^^iiaiud so he asked me to have her 
stop, as she made hipn nervous. In the afternoon we 
drove a long tinjp, I Wght mother’s silk stockings, and 
di^soww other errands,'’ p(d then I went to see Madame 
Ravaglia.i The Duchess (with, whom I dined just before 
I left home) told me Ravaglia was going to have "a 'Sale of 
all hey Clings as she was ill. She is very ill, in bed, and 
I (nearly crifed. She sa)s that she is dying, andl balieve 
Hei little, girl is dead, too. She was htavenly- to me. 
I forgot, to^ask h^ about the sale, c It all seems so sad,, but 
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• • • ' 

•I believe she is^gtd to ^e. She told me by^the w^y, 

that Chamley BiSrltt or* tha poin^f go^ to ascertain 
villa on a qgrta^gpasV, to say ffiincs^of gmV 

Imjort to a certain young female. Really, ao^*u tlunjt it was 
fair to give hifh l^ve to pop. in on me,iyc# thai? thank 
goodness, I gJt a>|ay in time ! • I a^jvays like(J hjm, but 
that is ‘ just as fa? as the, tale goes,’ and you two ought to 
know it Madame* RavJglia goin§^ to fcU.him this* s» 
you needn’t manoaivre I . • 

‘‘In*t& evening we, Pilly and*I,*vfcnt to se^Enire 
Arbre etScorce. Awfully \jelf acted, but j/ w^ jupt as 
well that Pilly didn’t underhand it all. Guess who sat 
in a baignoire near us ? M. de Vaucourt ! H| is tWrfner 
and lookeck quite young. Very well got up, of cmirs^ 
and eithar his hair is beginning to grgw, or Tie is wearing 
a craftily made* scratch.’ The girl witUhinvW'as as lovely 
as an angel, and I heaved a sigh for p<»r ‘ Delphine I ’ H#* 
ra tjip. and*sppke to me, and the ^ofidwipg dialo^e ensued. 

"• ff<jj»Mais, Mademoiselle Pam I Que je suk'enchant^ 
de vous*revoir ! ’ * . ' • » 

" ‘ Me. ffrop aimable, Monsiaur 1 ’ ) 

" ‘ He. And Madame votretnere^ e^ Monsieur votre p^re, 
sont-ils avec ? ’ • • 

“ ‘ Me. No, I am 'alone with my mlid.’ 

"'He. Will yoh allow ^ old fpen^ to compliment^ you 
on your beauty ? ’ ' • s » 

“ ‘ Me. Flattery is alwaj^ acceptable. . • 

'* ' He.^<^\i have just come from horned * ^ 

’‘‘Me. Yesterday. lanrgoingontoEnglandto-mojrow. 

“ ‘ He. I go south next week — to dost my villa, tlas.^* 

•“Me. Ah I’ * • • ' » * * 

'“He. The world no doubt looks vejy bright to your 
bright eyes, Mademoiselle ; to n^, alasj there are in my 
heart yawnine gaps that nevdt sdn be bridged.’ • » 

•• ' Me icoldly). OhV . 

I shall hope to see your parents, MMemoislIe 
Pam ; I should not hke them to believe m^ \»rae than* 

•am.' • • » , 

‘“Mv.*! do not think there is any dangpr of that 
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* He {after (i suspicious stare). ‘ W^llf I must be o 

c^e mth my brother-iutlaw/and, must rejoin him, 
c pi%kir4; m^ vBits.’ j • 

“Tijiefl he Wntj and Pilgrim, who^e feelings wer, 
usuaT, alnaost ttx; ijiuch for her, abused him until I snublV 
her violently. , ( , ' 

" I haa brough*t the crucifix, &c., tiiat Maclame de V 
(had ^ked me Cp locik up fpr her, and sent them to her thj 
next morning, didn’t go myself, for'I had no time, j 
“We had a bni.e"of a crossing, and I blus'i 'to stat 
that I was most awfully sick fpr an hour. So was Cahban 
^Pilgrim was well all the way, but not particularly com 
panionabl^ 

“ 'It poured In London, so I took a four-whe^iler and did 
my errands. ' I mej Mrs. Cunningham in the E'orlington 
Arcade. Sl^f told me all thfe Monks’ Yetland nejvs, and 
we lunched together at Prince’s. I adore big restau- 
rants. Shtj^Mrs. Cuiihipgham — told me 'that poor Cecil 
‘MorecanPae, Evy’s old adorer, had dined with hei anti Mr. 
Cunningham „the evenjng before, and that he 'Vas very 
unhappy about the, wedding. He has a living in Chelsea. 

“ I got my prevent for EVy, and it is really a corker ; 
a big white ostrich featfier fan mounted in yellow tortoise- 
ujhell. I’m having htr monogram put in in little diamonds, 
y “Pilgrim had two, te^thout^^ poor dear, and I bought 
her k new dress and a b|ack cape. I do so love having my 
' own bankiiig-a,ccoiint 1 I also had my picture taken. The 
man was veiy'ivnny. He is a httle, wild-eyed, red-haired 
Yid, ^and jumped about his camera and waved his arms 
iU' the funniest way. The proofs came this morning, and 
are pretty good; Grandfather says che one I like might 
I be either C^y or me, but the other, the one he likes, looks 
like a tooth-paste 'advertisement. j 

‘\G. F. met me at the station, and we fell op each other’s 
, necks and wept for joy. „ ' , 

' “Befbre he had a chance to speak I told him that as I 
,had d§ciyjed^ to forgive him, we would let bygones 
bygone^ and not Reopen old disputes I From the way 
he lauglfed^at ,that very silly joke I judged thktvhe has 
be^ pretty dull of late, and I find that I was not mistakrn. 
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t elyn and Auijt llosamund are very busy wijh thfc 
g preparaAons, of eoursf. Mr. M^csei is* ill, aiW 
has been h£^n| ^ Hirtation -Jith i barmlid, jm ^ 
—a ch5erftrl^*ciivinity called Maiict!e,«wht) •appears* 
concei^ied <he idea of^ becoming •YeolSd. 

. F. ha# hobes that R^ty v^uld sirctumb to 
' charms •{whichjare considered, ydu^will be* gfad to 
r, to have augmented considerably vftlyn the l^t, 
r), and though* I sternly refused* to# exercj^ {hose 
rms 4owarc^ the unlawfm fttds (iDi^egiplated by that 
eked ol# man, only modesty^prevents my stating that 
p fair Jdaudie’s chances ir^ fapidly wanihg, Sineef my , 
Pval 1 ^ • 

. Evel}^ ^ Very handsome, and seems mufti pleased 
f with her^f and her prospects.* . * • 

“ Sir George (Jhesney is pretty awful, I think— a short 
man wiA sgiall eyes and a mean mouth-^ut^e is in love 
with her, gn^ has given her the kweliest things. I am 
gladithat jio one who owns a pink pearf pendan^Jike hers 
has a fan«y to possess my soijf I * ^ 

‘‘They ^re going to Paris, ^and* thence Jiutomobiling 
through Brittany. Mr. Maxsetis vtiry ilf,^nd I am terribly 
^ sorry for hirr^ He say^ he has eveiy k*nown disease except 
the buljonic plague.* When I ^)ave time I read aloud to, 
him. I don’t think any of thejothers except grandfather 
realise how ill he is. ^ ^ • • • 

“ Cazzy is as great a love ^ evef. H4s head^sjiterally 
quite balck^ except a little ffin^lp over his ^grs, and across 
the back, and he is getting Jat. I do love him. He sends 
all sorts of messages to you both, and yie dear oli ftiimj^ 
has — guess what ? A wcddin§ 'present for you I It's a 
beautiful crystal bowl that belonged® to his mother. I 
had tea with him yesterday, and we had ^ ve^y good time 
together. Wffll, this letter is ionA enougli, and I mus^ go 
do-do. Tg-mtonw i% the weclding, aifd frock is 
perfeo^t. • The Duchess and Lady Henrietta are here. I 
have not yet seen them, and the Duchess has^t sent 
het paid to ask me to go in to her to a n/inute. ](^]I 
write ail a^nt the wedding before longi • 

umg - Lovfi^, Pam."- 
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• " P^.—“ Of course in* tlie dialome between me ai^ 

M. de Vaucouft, I shoujd hive put only ‘ I ' 

, wroftg tope, apmebbu;”* ^ 

When ka^ addressed, and stam^d ter letter, ^am 
rose, pdHying ftxe ribbons of her yrhitf dressing-gown 
into a neat bow, ^wung her long plaitssover hlr shoulders, 
(Upd crossing the 'dimly lighted corridor, knocked at the 
Duchess’# dooit ' ' ^ • • 

Her Grace, whawas sitting by her dressinAtible in a 
very %orgecftis black satiii Idmoj^o, -greeted the girl with 
r entSusiam. * * i ’ • 

%“ Well, you dreadful little creature, how are you I 
And why Sid you bolt away hke that I Don’t sif down on 
^ijou — tHeref's a chpr. WiB you have some Boyril ? Or 
some Force? “IJien tell mef why aren’t you goi^g t# be 
'••bridesmaid r’ • 

• Pam started. "^BecEluje I am never going, to be bribes* 
•^maid,” She* answered, “ and anyway, I’d have laoketf like 
a nigger among all* those blpnde girls I ” • 

“ Bah 1 fou argn’t va®, I know better 1 '^ur grand- 
father thinks it’s*becaifee yfeu don’t like Geprge Chesney, 
Perhaps he’s right.”* J , • 

“ Perhaps he is,” returned the girl gravely, • 

” Evy told me she wagvfry much disappointed.” 

* “"Yes; she is a dear.Tvy., How is Lady Henrietta?” 
The Duche^ s€t down her cup, unpinned a beautiful 

coU of mahogrj>y-coloured.liair, laid it on the feble, and 
then, turning said, her eyes ^ed clofwly oh Pam’s, " I 
jirimt ti talk to ycu about Henny, Pam.” 

“To ttfel" '• 

“Yes, to you. /o^^ are a ridiculous runaway thing, 
but you are shrewd, and you are truthful. I think, too, 
that you like Henny.” - , 

' “T do like her'; I do, indee^, but — ” o 

“ No^ for heaven’s sake don’t be tireSome aid* have 
scTMides.*! If I choose to talk to you about my daughter it 
is gurely mjf affaiT/l” ‘ ' 

Pam ^ked steadily at her, frowning as ohe aadVrored. 
" or— hers |1” 



^ If you like. Usfen, that hight when you dined \yth 
us, I saw you ^tchmg her if you undarstbod. Qid 
you ? I me^ you saw, that ske l^ed \h and 
Did ypu gu^ \5liy ? ^ ^/ * * •* 

^ I guessed, -yes? My gues^ may not hem cofrect.'' 
It probabTy w4s, however. ^It vjas that ^eele is 
not making her ha^py, wasn’t it ? ” • 

" y«.” n • • , , % . 

The f)uchess, wko seem^, thS reihoval of part of 
her hak, ^o have taken off sSSiethinp ef her garment of 
manner, went on slowly^ wi^h Serious directness. ^ ^ 
Yoi>sawa good deal of hi^ji fast spring, he told us, and, 
your eyes are keen and young. I never thought that^ he 
cared fof h^r itally, and now I think she is beginning to 
think so ioo.” • ^ - 

Bam^nad grown pale, and her eye^ wjf^e very like 
Caliban’s a« she listened. • 

‘‘ Henny ^ very beautiful, sl^e has ^en mueh 
adiTired,’/^ the Duchess resumed, “ but she is n^>t^spoiled 
she was never clever, but she was ^ways sweet and good, 
and she dgserves to be happy^not tl^at that is the best 
reason for hej: being so I HcrvvevA*, wh?n she fell in love 
with Jim Peele, I didn't make evjn*the nominal protest 
I mighA have made,' The man. was, t)f course, her social 
inferior, but she had refused dozens of men and she was* 
thirty. So they became Engaged. The result is thaft^she 
is losing her looks, and cr^ng her eye^ o^t Ceeause he 
treats her as he does. He is \x)lite and Vind’ enough, he 
never flirts, fie seejns to have no bad habits — and l^moi 
qui vous park, am at my wit's end ! " • ** * 

Pam had listened with a curious^withhoJding of action ; 
with a feehng that for her was tlje rf>le of absolute pas- 
sivity; that something outside of hcrseljf would give her 
a mental lead.^ Now, when the? ijbchess stopped speaking, , 
and lookect expectantly at l^er, the girl rettumedher glance 
with gra^e attention, but did not answer, and ffter a 
pause the old woman went on. '' I daresay y^ ^think 
me^as mid as a hatter, to be saying all tiis to youJbut as 
I said my wit's end, and ther*\js ^^else qf 

whojtn I can ask an opinipn." • 
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♦ An opinion 1'' 

Yes. • Algy— my son — is a merrf' boy, and devote<f 
^t<J Jto Peelefj m 5 l,oth^* daughter kas met him only 
6nce can *have no opinion, ‘^and yoa know him, and 
have Acentjy ^jn them together. Will j,^ou tell mt, in 
a word, wbat you« thinly tKe trouble • is ? < Is it that the 
man hks ho heart* in him, or is it that^e loves some one 

Pam stared, ^stillt feeling that she need not ad: ; that 
some one else wpi^d^act^r ner. And Jbe|pre.ilje pause 
had gfown to be too long, a* brisk kno(jk came to the door. 

S*Irs.^Ma5:se's gomplknenVs, Miss, and would you be 
‘so ^ kind as to go to Mr. lilaxse for a moment ? *E 'as 
beeiv took 'bad.*' 

♦ Pam fellowed the servant down ^the passage, after a 
hasty good-night t6 the Duchess, telling Jierself that ^she 
thad known That The message would come. 



CB'APTER IH 

A SLjEpLESS pight is bati fcr oiip’% l^ks, even in one’ 
teens, ahd Pam, as^she cast t final glance at hersflf in tb 
glass before leaving Ifbr toon the next Wifiingf macJi 
a face and shrugged her shoulders. f * 

" If .candour were your leading charactefistic, /illy,' 
she remc^ke^ taking her .gloves from hor ifia d, " foi 
would %gree ^th me tha^ I would* rtjoice Mr. Darwin'! 
ej^es 'to-day— but for the fact that ne I? dead— as ti 
overwhelming argument in favoui; of his theory ! " , 
Yo\i hidn’t ought to ma^e face?. Mission ; yoijlll 
have ^nkles before you arc tweqty, if you do; you 
'aven’t got your mother’s *sldn.”* * 

“ Whrft a horrid idea ! imagine f)Qor mother if I had 
her skin I *Pilly, you do say the most sau^renm things. 
Now mind*you don’f let Caliban get,away, or he’ll come to 
chur^i as sure as eggs is eggs. Heavens, how ugly I am 
to-day I ” ' ♦ * * * • ’ * 

Pilgrim watched her young ir/istresc out of , sight and 
then wi^i the sigh that had Income chro^^c pf late, set to 
work arranging the room which looked, as was usual to it 
after the perfonAance of ’a grand toijgtte by itsijbesejit 
inhabitant, much as ^h^ugh it,h;id been swept by a cyclone. 

“ She didn’t sleep, I know she fiidi’t,” the g(^Dd woman 
said to herself as she emptied the candlestick of half a 
dozen bum# matches, “ an(^ sl\p onljf began that book 
yesterday. That rowans she rAd in the night ; ana she* 
wrote ^00. 5 ver since that man came to tne villa she« 
'asn’i been the same. 'Ow I wish ’e’d died wl*n ’c was^ 
teething!” , • * , 

'Bea^ welled slowly into her unattAwtive eyw as she 
worked: *she* was verv troubled about ner Voihi miitiAi. 
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ancf she not bjow to whom to go for help. Even whilt 

she^ew that»Pam wpuld siirely "Insist n()t^nly on dreeing 
h«!f*gjTi ‘weird, hut also ontireeJhg.it'in’her own way and 
Aime, Bi^giifli»i cOifld "not watch the progress of events 
without at fleastc^tempting to turn theai from the wky 
in which^sh^^lieved them, to be moving. ' 

And when she had' settled down to s^e wolk in her 
roon?, Ijer mind 'as 'busy with the oubject of Peek. That 
morning she had leanled to 'ner surprise that Peek was to 
be at the wedding. <«. The Mchess’s maict hpd told her, 
and thcfhgh Pilgrim, who htd been told by Pani several 
dfiys &for8, that he was finfortuiiately unable to attend 
• that* function, was shocked by the news, she had not 
betrayed her feelings to the other servant. 

So ’e’s homing ! Very nice for ’er ladyship, isn’t it ? " 
she answered conventionally, o a ' , 

>■ Oh, very ! ’Er ladyship is going to look a dt;eavi, too. 
’Er<gownd ii^by Worth, .'qiy dear, and perfectly sweet.” 

She is'v/^ify beautiful,” Pilgrim agreed. 

” Isn’t she 1 And good, too, Miss Pilgrim ! Them 
beauties is moi>tly hawful tq serve, but ’er ladysjiip is as 
kind as if she was ’.'(teouS. Mach too good for ’tm, is my 
opinion, if you ask it !'’ 

Pilgrim had not asked rl, but it was none the less accept- 
able to her. “ A very pleasant gentleman, ’e seems ; ’e 
was ’6iu once before artd we liked im,” she answered. 

‘ “ Did you ? Well, it’s not ‘for me to say, but when 
a* lady ’as the ’eadache as often as 'er ladyship, a.id cries 
’er eyes out every few days, it isn't me as says ’et gentleman 
istgfcod enough for her. And not even a baronet ! ” 

Poor Pilgrim wus a very henest woman, and the natural 
bent of her charactef was towards a somewhat grim and 
unattractive straightforwardness, but on this occasion she 
had l^ampered with the Itady Henrietta’s coihmunicative 
maid, and hpd kaftied many things that made her.uneasier 
"and morfc anxious than before. " 

, She lja(^ not told Pam that Peek was, in spite of his 
original intention to the contrary, coming to the weddjng 
in obediitice to^ a /celegraphic summons from h’s Jiande 
senl the d|i^ befoi4. It would, she, felt, be better to tell 



PAM * 29 ^ 

• . • 

Pam, but som^hAw she Jiad been unaMe aj)i}roack the 

subject with the girl^tthough Ihe vnf sureihat Pam did not 

know. And in stib was nght. Pe^e'j £qmipg*ddws 
U> Sir Heni^ I^pckington’s had been di^y o^mdiunicate? 
to Mrs. MaJise, but in the Excitement ^d carry usual at 
such tinv^s, the aews had eUctted«o,commeit,\ind Pam 
had not heard it. ,* , f ^ ^ 

Sha did not see Peele until, wh^n ^he 'marriage cere- 
monj^wj^ nearly over, she naiped he^ ej?es to tihd his fixed 
on her. * For a moment she met his gaze, aod the® turned 
again to the bevy of girlJ^t»the altar-rails. »It ifcemei^, 
his presence, very much to ttavc been expected, and flutte^ 
apprdjDjiate to the curious chain of events, ^hat l^id led 
to the pfesent situation. Jhc Duchess’s confidence had 
throwi# the g^l back into ^he confusion and trouble from 
\ifhiclf her perceptions of Peek’s real neffd dt lier had raisf 4 
her ; if fie needed her. Lady Pk^rietta seemed to need 
him quite fts badly, and it is %iot pltnsant be con nd^d 
in Dy aj^rson you are contemplating mjuring. f 

The Duchess's confirmatfcn of thc^girl^s iwn impression ^ 
that PeeJe was making his future* witt unhappy, had again 
roused in her the curious resentrsieat ^e had felt towards 
him the evening of the dinner af tlje hotel. She had not • 
slept* and all night long theVombinations possible as an 
end of the chapter she h^ coifte to im her life, passecj feefofe 
her eyes. Peele might mjrry Lady yenriett^— that wa^ - 
the fir^ possibility. And that granted, he^ might forget 
Pam and make his wife haj)p}), or he mij^i remember and 
want Pam, and rain Lady Henrietta's ^ife. • * • # . 

The second possibility w^ Jthat he should break nis 
engagement. This liypothesis at:cepted, the girl's mind 
went on to picture him either as* her own husband or her 
lover. t * • 

If she m^ed him, as he >fishcd, he would be 9appy*^ 
unless tlfb conjparative pcA^erty that would be^he^result of , ^ 
suen a marriage, and the loss of prestige occasiemed by his 
j^ting pf the Duke of Wight's sijter, should hult his jpvrf 
foi* h^. He had admitted that tha close reWtions to • 
several* |ft)wflrful men, into which his 
Lady Henrietta would bring him, )^ul(r be o| the utmoit 



fanportance •to^his career, a^;id irtstincti^ely the girl felt 
thijf»|jis Imbitioft, wer^ she Jiersdf ji6t ahnost more ambi- 
^ous for^ifti‘miorid be her only, but dangert)us,' rival. ^ 

If, then, he marry her, but, breaiking his engage- 

ment, all(jtw^ her to* follow;i.out her own'plail of going to 
him as his mistress, < if would, as she beli^/ed, as^e their 
loMe to pach otjien for ever. o 

As she reached tor the huridredth timejdhis point m her 
reflections, the orgcni burst ‘b'nt into the rccej^ional, and 
Sir George andiady ChesneyV followed by the bridesmaids, 
passed mto 'the vestry. « 

II ^^am and Ratty, among others, followed them, and, a few 
moments later the road between the church and the house 
waS bright ivith gaily attired uomen and their sober-hued 
attendants. §atty, whose was^ the misfortu le of looking 
his very best in his oldest clothes, placed himself ^t Ram's 
sidecand stur^ there wiiih sullen persistence all the way, 
al^ough s^^ral meh'tried to oust him from his po^Hion. ' 
^ Hang 'em all," the fat youth muttered, " why don't 
^ they go and talk to their ww .cousins ? " 

" Why don't youiask them c*" she suggested carelessly. 
" Don^t step on Mrs. Bering's gown again ! " 

" Look here, Pam, <I'^ like to kick that chap Liddes- 
leigh ! " 

“ Why ? He's hamfiess enougfrsurely ! " 

' " Then what does ‘he mean by^staring at you all through 
the service ?"<».* ^ v 

" Did he stare at me ? And what if he did ? ' 

" Vouditww he did I And I believe you like it." 

She turned ancMooked tt his red, angry face, as they 
crossed the lawn, "'rx)ok here, Ratty, don't be idiotic, 
please." . * 

" Idiotic I Is a man idiotic because he is in " 

" Some mpn ard," she returned coolly, " dnd ,all boys, 
it you piopose to me again. I’ll' tell grandfather. I .give 
you my^wird I will 1 " 

R^tty sub^ded at thia threat, into sulky silence, ajid 
a few .mWtes latej^^Pam came down from l^axs^'^room 
after having feven^he invalid a brief .description of events, 
and WTOt iito the library where her grandfather, ttfe 
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' victim, since tbe^ay before of a 3barp»attack of histoid 
enemy, was installed in hi? wheel-chair. ^ ^ • 

“ It’s done, ,G» F.,”»she extlainTed ^ail^^kjssinj»Rirti| 
“^telyn Maxse js dead ; long live Lady Chesney I*’ S 
The old n5an looked at her keenly:'* *"5(j-PeeIe came 
down aftfr all,” he said. * ^ » * 

“Yes. Ratt^ says Uie Duchess tSldiAunt Rosamund 
yesteiday, but I fliiv’f know, either.* lioeked up dhrfcg 
the service, and \hefe he wj|?^sweetlv scjueezech in between 
the l5u5ie^ and Lady Henri<jita. * lie Ibokj very ijl, by the 
way.” * * i . . i • 

“ Haimph ! ” Lord Yeoland rubbed his nose, and, afWt 
a paiRe, went on : “ Here’s a list I’ve made, if you l/t any' 
of the^^ople get in here. I’ll shoot ’em in their “tracks. 
Mind you look out, now ! ’^ • * 

• Tht young*girl took the* slip of pape# and left the rooim 
frowninf thoughtfully. She w^ very quick at feelfrfg 
®ther pfcople’s moods, and sh^ kftew* that-^Otr^thing*con- 
nected*with James Peele had disturbed her ^andfathey. 

In the hall, she met »he Lady* Henrietta and Peele,, 
and stood quite still as tht^ approached, an involuntary 
tribute to» the wonderful *beaujty, of* the woman in the 
shimmerihg silvej-cjoloured gow». , 

‘^iow do you do. Miss ’Pam /” Peele shook hands 
with her and then asked fopn«ws,of her grandfather. , 
“He is not very wcll^ he has the gout horriCly, poor, 
dear, bn’t it a pity ? ” . • * , 

“ It is indeed.” \ ; 

The Lady Henrietta “patted her arm as PeeH’^^ke, 
and after a short pause, said ldndly,*“^You look* ill, Pam, 
what is it, a headache ? ” * * » ^ • 

“ No. I am troubled about eometljing— I slept badly.” 
“ You ve young to be tronjjled, d»ar. • Perhaps we can 
help you, ^hen the people lia'id gone apd we can be«juiet, 
Panf shoojc her Bead.* “ No, you can’t,” she ^id almo^ 
uil^aciously. “ No one can, but I'U be all right.” ^ ' 
, Asi, she s{x>ke she noticed a telegram th^t ^eale had in 
Ws hand. “ Is that for me ?* she .added, si^pris^. ^ 

‘'¥A. 1 found a servant looking to youj” retumad the 

d^y Henrietta, " I said I’d ^ve ^ to 
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The young girl ^opened the message," w^ch was very long 
and* read*iUsiowly, a slow flu^h ci^ping upf^her face. 

Pamf” lie Lady Hepufetta shook her hngei 
jpilytuUy ih9 ^irl as she spoke. “ \ "never sawo yor 
olush bdior< I i** g. ^ ' * 

“ I — it^is%omethifig veryxgood and kidd. I— I must go, 
Lady Henri^tta.V Tiflrning she ran swif^t' up tht^ shallow 
osijcen stairs. ^WVieir she had reached ho- room and ^holted 
the door, sljp sat cjpwn and rS-read tha telegram. 

“Have seen R.« dt«said; and will net <irotfi)li you 
again. S\m staying on here\is long as# she needs me, and 
if I cah b€^of hse to you hi finy way wire me Langham, 
^arfd k will come. I promise not to say a word to you about 
mysel^g For Uod’s sake do nothing about P. Withcyit telling 
yoUr grandfather. God bless you and os long as \ live I 
am at your di^osi^iori. Permacient address,*^^ew Colonial 
Bank, Melbourne. Chamley Burke." ♦ 

Fgr a long^ijne the girl sat musing. He^w?s ver}^ 
goed, ChaiSil^y Burke, and very unselfish, and h»s lo<e 
further was strong aud sincere, It was a pity thut she 
had not fallen hi love with Ip^ ! , 

At last putting tfee tel^gran. in her pocket,, she went 
down stairs again. '■ ; 
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Evelyn, •ittigig^n a low cliaif in tbf ikift of her wedding 
gown, while her raai^ chaneed^er satin sh(^ for% very 
smart p^r of patent lealhCTtboots, wept sdftlyf daBbing 
her eves with her handkerchief which she had rolled intd 
a ball.* _ - 

Pam, standing by the dressing-table, very fercct, hft 
ha^ds |)fliind her, looked omin stem dis^proval. 

" Your Jiowling in this way is a charming dibute to youi 
husband,” she observed drily, in Fjench. , 

Bvelyij sniffed. “ I know i^; it’s 'awfuITIjut I can't 
help it. *rm so nervous I c^uld die.”, 

The bride’s French brought^ fafnt smife >o her cousin’s 
mouth, but that critical persoi onl^ nodiied. “ Want some 
orange- flowjr water ? I’ll get you sdme of Uncle Dick’s,” 
she a^ed in English after a p£|pse? t 
“ No thanks. Pam, is my nose red ? ” 

” Red as a beet. Reatfy^ E*v)^ M be raging if Ii wer^ 
Sir George. Why are you crying?” 

Evelyi rose suddenly, uhhooked her sjjijl, .stepped out 
of it, and kiCking it aside v^ith ^n indifference that alarmed 
Pam, said to her ifiaid, ” You may go, darkness, ap*lV4iey 
I want you. I’ll ring, ♦Pam.’i she wenton hurriedly, as 
the door closed, “ Mamma will be lording in a mihute, and 
I must tell you first. Look here’ and you’Jl see why I 

cry.” * 

Opening a^lrawer^f her wrifing-tablc?, shcjtook dut a 
book^uid a letter and handed them to the now throughly 
alarmed Pam. • 

•” A Bible I My dear Evy, yo\j aren’t crying alxm^ a 
Bible »Bu^ her jocular tone failed ^er as ^h»^lM(^ 
at the open letter. 
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• * ^ * 

c ' M'* DEAR Evelyn,— 1 am sepdinf you a Bible as ^ 
vi^^ding |iff. ^Please let ilf be jJie one use. And now 
•wtiting ^ou for tfie last time, I dan oiy^ repeat what yoi 
know^*p3|t It jfiall never forget you and never love anyone 
else. Yo^Ha^e^made your« choice, aija I j)ray that yor 
±ay happy. at least have all tlje comforts 

to which you (ire* used. I am igoing ft Africa with the 
Bishop of NartaJ. 1 may he able lo do*some good there. 
Good’bye agfain,^ and yqd bless you! 

^ ^ ^ Cecil'' MOrecambe.” 

i c V / 

^ c Pam read the letter twice and then looked up with 
a frown art;, which the bride trembled. . ‘ 

^ *^You have been writing each other all the**time,** she 
said sternly. * * \ 

*'Oh, Pam^ I«couldn't help it. I— I iW, I meaif, I 
^ loved him so.'^ ^ 

How^didi^^ou get Ris letters ? ^ o 

“ He us^ to send them to Mary Kirke.^' ^ 

^ Mary Kirke ! WeJI, and so you have been liaving a 
—a love-correspondency wMle you were engagei. I must 
say, Evelyn, I art’ a^hamed'of you. There cs nothing so 
loathesome as a sneak 1 ^ And now — j>ou are Lady Chesney I 
You have no right to call me a sneak, Pam Yedland.’* 
^ “ Yes, I have, beejusQ yon are one. And a coward, or 
you ^ould not have given Cecif up, just because he was 
jpoor. Bah / tow'ue must despise you ! ^ 

Evelyn sank ‘into the chair at her dressing-table and 
wept^ with an utter disregard ‘for her ciose which Pam's 
pr^tidal mind at dnee observed. 

“Now, stop c?yin|,“ f^he'^aid, ^vlng her flaccid cousin 
an energetic shake. “ YouTl look like a boiled lobster if 
you don’t. Come, here’s^ camphor ; smell it hard^ never 
mini if it does bum. ISi ^et hot water, aijd rose-water. 
And I’m going to bum this Jettef of Cfcil’s,^and you 
must just try and forget all about him ; it’s all ^oh can 
lo noMf.’J ^ ^ 

A fe\Y minutes later the bride, with a scrap of old batiste 
waked Ih rosa ^kter tenderly wrapped abftut^ht^ nose, 
;at with dfwncgft but dry eyes before her glass, while 
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Pam’s deft hands, braided ^d arranged Her hai( for the 

last time. ^ ^ ^ * 1 

** You see, Evy^ I told you lon^ ago, wh^ lj6 §rst 
posfld, \hat it \|Ould be as easy as rolling og.a l<|g, tt) just 
tell grandfath* that you wotdd marry ^fm. 4i^d I told 
him— Cecil*-that, too.” * , • 

“ You tell everybody ytings, Pam,” teti|ned Evy with 
a moveiftent of not inexcusable lifsentrupnt. You alwt^ 
did thiqjc »yoiL cqufd cfo evtfryilung.^ Jusf wait tmtil yoM 
get into a muddle, an^ see how Xisy it is fo g(^ out Qj it I 
Pam’s^ands faltered fJt a<giogient in theii wo* aaiong 
the speaker’s honey-coloured* tresses, and then with a. 
pecuhaf jjttle wnile, she answered gaily, “ I kifbw, F>ry, 
you poor thing, I am horriljy arbitrary, but then ‘yop 
see wherf I cai^ see my way one bit,* I never hesitate 

nfver . ' / ^ J 

“ I suppose you think I saw my, way with toil writing 
frai^fic letter? to me, and Sir George — *I mean Gt^iV-gettib^ 
engaged.io me almost before I knew it ! ’ * 

Pam bent down and kissdd her bof chifcl^ in a sudden 
impulse ot pity. “ Poor Evy^ Km *)rry 1 was so cross, 
dear, but ybu know what a fieiyl /)f a tem])er I have. 
There! Your hairle* perfect ; look, at it sideways. 1 1 
ring for Harkness now and go 3own. Grandfather told me 
not to desert him. All Jtic Horrori have found hin\ ou) 
in the Red Room and he’s l^^ving »n aw^ul time !” 

As slu^went downstairs she met her aunt*ascerraing. 

“ Your gtandfather wants >t)u, Pam,” "Mrs. Maxse said 

“and your uncle* too.” * , 

“ AU right. Aunt ^osamunej ; I’ll gp to graijdfathe 
first, and then'd’ll come to Unde pick. Don.t .et Evj 
cry again, or Sir George will reiusc to* take her 1 

Lord Yedand’s pleasant jjttle plai> of seeing, m hi 
retreat, those people who^flid not 
couise.been fpUed, and \^4ien Pam entered the Rfi 
shefoundhim struggUng in a bog of conversation wthth 
wife of a neighbouring squire who, being de^ w r 
in^b^,,took for granted in all others a 
those Vrita^ly exemplar UtUe aeato«, ^ 

, ttr the last quitw’of an hour bjen ^isco^iDg to th 
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did gentleman yn the merits of hey pet hives, and tfc 
glaring defacts of others. ^ 

Pam,^v dear,** JLord^Yg^Jlana.exclayned with tha 
‘enthn^stettE c<5raiality with which one ^eets one’s rescue; 
from»i you know J^rs. Bevis, i tfunk ? She ha^ 

been t^Ji^g me thS inost dnchanting things ateut her bees.*' 
Indeed ! How delightful, ^ut yoii musto t be selfish^ 
gr^dfather,^ aiid keep Mrs. BeVis alfc to yourseli, Have 
you seen, .the ro^ ? ** she add^d, tiffnmg to the good lady 
with a sweetness that bro^ight an instantly ^repfesked grin 
to Lold Yeoland’s face. , * 

A ‘moment later Mrs. B^vi^had buttonholed the Marquis, 
'and was Routing into his better ear a few polite questions 
ab^A^t his ^health, which cunningly led the way to api- 
culture, dnd.Pam had escaped. 

She stoo(^ for^ few minutes on the lawn, sighing with 
c.,<reUef, her face relaxed into troubled lines, her brs^ws drawn 
together. . 

c ^ Ju^ Y'ait until I get into a muddle,* ** she said aloud, 
quoting Evelyn’^ w^rds to h^ with a short laugh. A 
muddle I ** Catching sight^as she spoke, of the Duchess 
at one of the drawhg-ro6n>wr\idows, the young girl turned, 
and crossing the lawil, Went into the, ruin and 'ran up the 
stairs to the top of the tower. The block of wood whose 
failure as a foothold had forged her to be present at Peek’s 
iiropotal to the Lady Henrietta riie year before, was still 
0 there, an^ fitting down on it, the girl rested her chin on 
her hands, and* tried to think. ^ 

It was hard for her to force her though ta into any definite 
chatrifel for they</wem wide-spread and disconnected, 
undecided and confused; \ ^ 

Peek’s t>resence had .^leen a shock to her, the more so 
because of the Duchesses interrupted confidence on the 
evening before. As she h^d*- told Evelyn, whenever she 
'Coulcf see hgr way she had no hesitation abouV boldly 
otaldng it, regardless of possible or inevitable results, but 
here she could see no way. ^ 

E^yer^tng* seemed, since she has decided that Pedtfi 
future db^iended mpre or less on her, once mnre^a^Wbirl 
of indecisionHor t^6 Lady Henrietta had again come inte 



PAM 

|be foregrotind, and tCer rigftt» loomed t^fore the girl*! 
eyes. • ® . » » ’ * 

Peele had come, the i^dy Henfiett'C had^lnobtrusi^el^ ^ 
assumed a rfght*o‘! ownership over huh,.' and Aipadia* 
seeAed, at bes^ oidy a dream. j « ■ ^ • 

To Pam’s ifhpatifent mind hotjung was so iftad^ening. 
as this indecision. j*“ If I could only decidowhai to do,” 
she told^ herself with a fsdwn, “ I could dcfit if it lull^} 
me, but'^ Ihe more J think the less I can t^ell wha,t >rouid 
be best'^o? him. • And after’ah,i may J)e_, just a vain fool 
to imagine that he cares ,that much for me? He 9dight 
forget all about me in six mi^aths, and she cfluld ‘fielif me' 
in a thousand ways. And she is beautiful, and j^ood, and 
kind, and -I alh brown and ugly and — illegitimate, ,'dr 
perhaps I’m not that any more, since father .and mother 
are.manTed.” * » ' , ^ 

As she arrived at this irrevelevant point in 'her musings, , 
her quick ear caught the sound of jfootsteps aq the ruip 
andoshe ^t up listening. She knew, bfefore*n« appeared .. 
in the stdrway that it was Peele, and tfiat he had followed’ 
her. \ ‘ 

“ Well !^” he said coming towards her.j 
" Well ?”/ She did not move as she looked up with 
a nod," You look v^ry jmart in that, coat.” 

“ Do I ? I’m glad. Pam, what are you doing here ? ” 

“ Sitting on a block of •^oqd and— glowering.” , ■ 

“ I can see that much. I saw yoh conoing, and— I came 
too.” - . ’ . 

“ I can sd4 that much. JVhiit do you want ? ” 

Peele leaned agiinst the par apet and folding hi*j Arau^ 
smiled at her. “ Yoji nre in tempier, aren t 

you ? ” he asked. • • 

“ Yes. I am in a devilish teniper. *1 w;ish you’d go 
away and le^e me.” j ‘ ^ 

“ Do ysu rftally, P^ ?” ' • ■' 

She met his eyes, steadiljr. " Yes. Why did yoa^cs)me 
to the wedding at all ? 1 saw your ‘ regrets ' my^f.” 
“‘‘Henrietta wired me.” 

WqP,I(W»»’<wireyou.’ 

‘‘ Pam, stand op.” 
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^ I am very con^rtable." 

, “ Stand up,*I say.” fte sook# quietiy, but 1 
put of c!iri6^y, sh« obeyed Ijun^ ^ ' 


’ " Hlaf was in This is life and it has to 1 

faced/' { \ c ' 

» •There was a long paus^, durin| which she made* such a 
effort tcf stop feeling and tj) begin to flunk, that she gre^ 
very pale. c ^ ‘ e. ^ o 

, ^‘*rani, will you marry me T 

" If I said yes," she mitered, ** what would you say t( 
KfenriettB^? " 

I shpuld tell her the truth, and ask her forgiveness 
\ have dond nothing but think about it, jmd it's the onlj 
way. Dean^” * * ^ * 

' • His eyes were full of tears as he spoke, and ftie tears so 
softene(^ Ifft changed hi? face that she longed to pu^Jiis 
•head to h6: breast and comfort him as a mothef does her 
child. Then he said her name, very softly, P^," and 
** the way " she had b^m taking opened before' her. He 
needed her so ihuch ^that^all her objections and her 
perplexities shrunk to nothingness. She must'*^ become his 
wife. ^ - 1 - 


^ With a great heart th!x»t she. was about to answer him, 
wheif something broke, the encompassing quiet. "Jim I 
^ Jim, are^yhu here^ " 

* It was Hefirietta Shan^din's voice in tbe refectory 
belo^. " Jim / " 

• Panfdrew her h£ids from Peele and putting them behind 
her, whispered tSe oge word, " go.*^ 

" I cannot. Y(m mu^ marry me." 

" twill not: Never. Go." 

JTou have no^right tOuchop and change li^e this. You 
must m^rryi me f " " ^ » 

" Jim, are you there ? " called the other woman trom 
below. * Panj looked straight at him. " I have Jbeen 
foci to jfdver ; I alway# knew that you must keep^ytor 
prgnhse fb HjCT.* Gp." 
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And without a word, he her. 

“I saw you'SnejLkiEg away ty yourself^ you umodaun 
creature,*' his ficmcee ds he teach^ * the ground, 

‘‘ and I rather hpped y^ might be hera ^ Jipj»^ow*P^ ♦ 
yo« jfre 1 W^at^ it ? You are not ill a^ain)^*)*, 

Pam listened eagerly, leaning against the jla^pet where 
he had leaned. • ^ ^ ^ * 

“ 111 ? Of couf3e I'm not. I saw that* be'?-woman search- 
ing for* another victim, and I jolted,, that's •all. Whitt k 
lovely ol(J place ^tBis fs." * ^ ^ ^ ^ ' 

“ Y^. Do you remember? Jinl ? " ^ Ihjr voirp was 
suddenly very tender, tJid^Papi gave a forced nod of 
approval as she listened. *» ^ ^ ^ 

IfBie isn't,nice to her. I'll kill him," the gkl thought, ' 
hugging fbe thorn to her breast. » * * 

Then^ suddenly, she drew^a quick breath and closed her 
ey^. * 

" Henny," Peelc was saying, yery distinctly, " I ani 
sailing for South Africa four.weAs irom'*^d-d^y, with 
Miller. Will you marry me before I go ? " J 

Pam heard no answer, but sh^ khew* t^at the Lady 
Henrietta was crying in Peel^ S anns. ^ 
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ft ^ 

' '' c * 

Two hours later Pafuckno^hd at Lord YefOlaad's’d&or, 

^ “ Gfandfatiler, I have come,tOrask i, favour of you ! ” 

( ' The Old man looked hp^^from the fire he had every 
iVffling, ftven in the spring days. 

favour ? You have only to ask, Para.” u*’ 

‘The young •girl came to the* fire and, sat down, fier white 
dressing-go\nrn faUing gracefully about her, and dinged 
. with pink by tW dancing flames. u 

May Ij^ir m^ G-Undmother’s emeralds. tomight 
• " Youi* Gcandmother’s emeralds ! What in the name' of 
sBl that’s irrelevant put thepi into your head, my*dear ? ” 
" I don’t know, but I snould love to wear them. , It isn’t,” 
she added, “ as if they wfer«cut, you know. Lots of people 
win think they are chiysoprase.” , 

“That’s true. Well, yer, I see no leason why you 
should not wear them. Is there any particular reason why 
jrou Should ? ” .. *■' 

Pam dfew one rf her long plaits thoughtfully through 
her hands. ® u *\ ^ 

“ Yes, G. F., dear, there is a reason. You see, Pam is 
l^Mifguvery pale to-night, and dreadfully like Cally, and 
as she is to go to^er first ball, she warts to look well.” 

“ Theehieraldswill^e very unbecoming, if you are pale.” 
" Y^es. TheywiH make me paler, but people will think 
that U is they that 'make me p^e, do you see P'” 

“ I see. A^d if will not be the emeralds ? ” 

“ No, Grandfather.” ' i e 

“ I wonder,” the old man leaned over and laid his hand 
)n Aer sljibulder as he spoke, " I wonder, Pam, whethef 
^u had'^t^tter tell me what it is ? ” 

She did n^t answer, and he went on, a little wistfull}^ 
c 
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“• I don't want to ttrce y%u» confidence, my dear, bot^ 
we have alwaysttifeen good friends." • • • * • 

" Grandfather,'^ sh^etume^, loiking^t him,* 
this. Mr. Peel^ Sisked me to marry hii» thhw%ftemoon^ 
aftd 1 refuseck" • •• * 

" Peele ! Shd did not ho4ice that the dolman n* 
pressed mo surpgie. . | 

" Yes." . / . ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Thel-e was a Iqpg ^pause, oM theif addgd quietly, 

" Tha4's*wh}r. ©May I have tfiymera(ld% ? " 

" You may have fill Ae ^meralds if youVan^'Shi. Or i 
perhapa — perhaps you'a ratlie» have the •diamonA. myk 
dear?" • ^ y/\ 

The gjj*! rdse, and burst into a merry laugh, ^“^h, 
Grandfather, what, a lamU you are ! Nq, tliank ydu, 
df ares? old man, I don’t •want the* diamonds, and Pm 
glad I tcjjfi you, but we won't say any mor^Dout it." • ^ 
" No," returned Lord Yeoland p^mptly, a word/' 
•JPam^el8 out her hand, gfateful lor Ins ifof bearancy, 
and th#y shook hands gravely, as Jwo ^en might hate 
done. Then she flung tlie t;yl oPhcr gowr#over her ann * 
and weni to the door. ‘ ‘ Will^ ou iJl*nd lliem up to my room ? 
Or shall P^fly fetch them ? " • • 

" Pilgrim Lad better^ fetch ^hefli, tny dear." * 

When he was alone, Lord Yeoland sat for a long time 
staring at the fire. HeWtajJ ask?d fio questions and fnadfe 
no protest, but Pam's confirmation c4 the ski^y he had» < 
heard tkat morning had*fi!ade him sad. ^l^is^plans for tin; 


girl had bfen many, and, he tiow knew instinctivelv that 
they had come tef naught. % p 

It had been quite of his#re«koning tkat the girl should 
fall in love with a man she coiJldnkt marry, bht even if 


he had been unprovided with data ofi the subjec^, one 
look at hei^white face would have be^n sufl&cient tg con- 
vince h%n tllat she ^id love Peele. • ^ • 

V\4h«n Pilgrim came in W the jewels, which th?old mans 
had had brought to him, she found him stili brooding^ 
®ver the fire. ‘ ^ t 

YoUfwexe right, Jane," he said, withoul|loildng up, • 
‘^she nas told me heijeff." * * 



''Oh, jny Lordj told yotf htrseli ! ' My poor Pam, my 
child, my deasie*! ”, « ^ ' 

^ tt'^Xes! But yop were wrongj I tdid you, about Mr. 
c— about ^enlSeman in question. He asked her to njarry 
him arid sh^ reftiSed. That was all.” 

Pilgrirfi (fasped her hands and gave a sort of groan of 
relief. “ Thank God, my Lord, thank Gci ! I am an old 
f(Sol{ your Lordship, ever to think anything el^ was 
possible, but I ’rve^seen ’bw we were .looked asfiant at 
always^ and I’ve ’aaiU ‘talk«,|mong the servants, and then, 
a^ Tqrpii^onj she a-goin’ in,/er, hinnocence to ’is very 
'■quse every day ! An, 'er Xffdyship’s maid talking about 
tht^engagsment ” 

The poqr woman’s voice broke and she pressed one 
bony hand haid to her mouth to hide its trembling. 

Lord Yeolfpflilooked at hei kindly. " Well, \^e'J, my 
good creature,” he said after a pause, and holdmg up a 
slender gol(L iijlet on which gleamed a great pear-shaped 
iflbochon ‘em'erald, take this up to her, and t? is casfe, 
ahd just tell her, ivill you,, that she is to — t? keep 
them.” ’ r 

" Oh, my Lord ! ' ’Ow glad ohe will be ! Thapk you, my 
Lord, that is, I ’ave no business to thank your Lordship, 
but ” 

„ The old man waved his hj^pd at her in gentle impatience. 
” Theve, there Jane, that will do,^ quite understand. And 
‘I wish to tfell you -that I appreciate all your love for and 
tare of my ‘gran i-daugh ter. I — I shall provide for your 
old a^e. Now please go,” he .''dded hastily, pointing to 
the'flobr, “ I don t V/ish for any thanks ; you are a faithful 
servant and friend and I shall prc’/ide for you. Just 
ring for niy man, will you ? ” 

Pilgrim rushed ti;om the room, to burst into tears in the 
hall, .so that when she jyent to Pam, that young lady 
turned from he! with a gesture of despair. “ Great 
heavens, Pilly, you have been crying and" your nose is 
as red,ai Evelyn’s was 1 I seem to be haunted by fiery- 
eyv»d, glcysy-faccd weephig-willows to-day I Ah, ydb hgVfc 
thpm. ^Giw,; tljem^to me.” , t 
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She had arrajijed lier^hair something «in^thf <^ray the 
l^arisian hairdresser had tr^d to teacji Pilgrim, parted ^d 
rolled back«into.2i soft^not on^ the najle^of ieinfclf; U 
lopke^, for s^me^ reason, lighter, done yiii j^va^; the 
waves over her cans were shot with coi'^x^ry reck \ 

This ^merald «is so big no on^ \filj brieve* it's real/^ 
she jDbserved, sAtling the fillet firmly on her head gin^ 
securiag it, “Mikes me pajc, to<^ doesR't it?^ she 
added^ watching fhe maid's ^ollen^fi^ejn the ^ass. 

“ You are pale anyw^ay tomight, Pam,# Pilgjim an- 
swered, laying one hand'oif^th^ girl’s bare*shou!dei*wifh^ 
unwonted tenderness. • ^ 

“ Affn I ? Hard luck, at my first ball, isn't Vt ? Hw- 
ever, I aJh never pretty, so ij doi‘sn’t much piafter." • 

“ Neyer pretty! *you aren’t a wa.t doll, like some, if 
tlfat's*what you mean." * • 


“ It is.^ Exactly what I mean. ,^Has my V^pquet copie 
up?" it t • • ^ . 

" It’s here, I’m just opening the pa|HT. Oh, Pant, 
Miss Pam, I mean, whatevft’j^osscssed ycTU|to order them 
nasty sntky things ! ’’ ^ \ 

The desphsed fiowcrs were exquisite })a]c-green orchids 


splashed v^th velvety brown amKvhitc streaks. 

Pam laughed. “ Y(!u goose, it took half an hour’s 
coaxing, and an order fj«m finAKliathcr to get thepi^ouf 
of MeWhirter ! They are {is very^ finest orehyJs ! " « 

“ Bu^they are green, ^d you will look^likp a ghost I 
“ Silly ftilly ! I shall be la dream of bei^uty. Now 
hurry up and dreis me, or*ril be late fpr dinner ! "#• t ^ 
Half an hour later, th^ younfjgy'l knoeke;^! at theDuchess s 
door, and went into* the room when^Her Grace ‘was deep 
in the mysteries of the toilet of the young-looking woman 
of slxty-fiv% ^ • 

Several r^ curls lay on the^dressing»tablc, and rouge 
pots aifc poyder-boxes •yawned boldly in ^be* electric 
lighft,*but the Duchess was quite unconcerned ^ver Ihe^ 
qjcposufe. . . • 4 ^ ’ 

How d’ye do, my dear," she said sociablj^ ff*vdenng 
her •‘What a beautiful frock. » JJst,go into <be 

o4her room for a mAute, will you^’ sh^ ad^ to ber^ 





PAM 


Wid, gome on a^me aoor clcfeed, ‘V3heJU glue her ear td 
the«key]iole, never minfl. ^ 6 ne haj, fo pretend to a 
^cerfatti re^iye. Bamri harve newa^ior you ! , 

Pam looked at her \^th brave eyeg, 
but her lyiids 1 :reiflbled as she, smoothed tier glpves. 

** Yes. About Hepny. ‘They are to be married in 
three weeks ! Vi^at do you think of that<? 

im very ‘glad.*'* ^ ^ 

** And am Pi ftenny ij a que^r mortal, not a bit 
like me, and I , anf afwiiys t?impted to teas# h#i*, b\itT am 
glad, rl tfiink, Jim may be hippier ?oo, when they are 
oi^ce married. He is going /but in Albert Miller’^ Com- 
miSion thb-week after the wedding, but ^at can*t be 
hejped.** c 

Pam stared.* Bu/- s^ie will'^go with him ! ** 

^ “ Henny ? ►T^S'South Africa V Not she, niy dear. ** She 
Is*' a wretched sailor, and can’t stand roughing it at all. 
Sh# will f.t home^^an^ get the house rerdy They 
aip to have Ihy house in Berkeley Square. The tflne Will 
pass quickly enough, paijticularfy as they are to ha^'^e new 
plumbing put In. How’^ my complexion ? ” i 

Pam examined htr criricall^^ “ Fd rub off a bit under 
your right eye. Yes^ that's better ; well, Fll' go down 
and not bother you. 1 am vlry glad, l3uchess.” ‘ 

I Tt\e dressing-room was nmpty when she entered it, but 
a moment later Sir Remy Pocldngton and Peele came in. 

* My uhcte was i little worse', this evening, Sir Henry,” 
Pam explainSd,*'^aking hapds With him, **$9 nfy aunt 
is late» Hdw do you do, Mr. Peele ? *' , 

How do you do,*Miss Yeoland ? ” 

Sir Henry, of Whom Pam tfad alWhy^ been rather a pet, 
looked at her adn^iriA'gly. ” Well, Miss Pam, I suppose 
you allow hie to ob^rve that you are loolfing lovely. 
iLovety, by Jove I ” > 

; “I am, glad you think so. My maid told me the elneralds 
^ and orchids made me too pale,” she returned with ttvil 
carelessn4s. ^ 

“‘Not, /bit, not a bit. * t hate your apple-faced womcsa,* 
^ don't yogl^e?” . 

” I do indeed.” 
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• “ And I must saj^” Sir JHftiry went «n, puftipg oi\ hil 
rimless pince-ile! and Iboking do\^ af Jthe top oi the 
girl’s headj " thaj I n^jfl*saw »uch*4iair,ii! mv life*! ^ 
Pam laughed. " Here comes Aunt *Rosii^Al," shi 
iaid, "andAt ^ time she ^id. Sir HArf^*ia sailing me 
most dreaoMy.jAunt Rosamind” * * ’ 

Mrs. Haxse,» plainer^ than ever m h# stone-coloured 
satin gown, her eyes swollen with teart, laughed neivcusJy. 

" Ah, Mr. Peele,’*’ she, entd, shaking hands with the 
eldePnJan,*“ my father has’j'jst told me the news. How 
delightful it is I ” ' > * » "* » , 

Pam passed her arm aff^tifinately through that of this 
poot woman who had lost her only comfort. V*Do«n'tshir' 
look aj^hodgh weddings delighted her ? ” th? girhasked 
gently, " poor Aunt Rosamund, jusjt think how soon *shc 
will W backi " * • ^ , 

Then* as more guests arrived, she went to the windetwT 
near whic^ Peele was standing, fookipg oyi! into the pose- 
'giurdenf and held out her hand to him. ' * ? 

“ 1 4iope you will be ver^ happy,”. she,said simply. 

" Thinks.” He did not lake her Jiand, tior did he look 
at her as Ije spoke. * • , 

” You nre not aijgry with me*.^ " 

Me turned, his"1ace expressionless, ” Angry ? " he re- 
peated coldly, ” certainly nol. , Why should I be angr^ ; 
you are a very wise \loman ; ^thmg else wouM* have 
been pitiable folly.” . 

Pa^g her, he saufltered through tlfe open windoV, 
and a moment later, ar. sh6 stood talking to thj Lady 
. Henrietta, he came back, carefully breaking the raofn iff 
a rose he had picked, and then putting it*in his coat. 



‘CHAPTER. VI 


To Lord' Yeoladd’s^ unspeakable and ' unspoken relief, 

• Pam djd not r^ul to' the^subject of Pe^e, nor (iid she 
‘ vwiiblir ptne. ,The change in'her^was so slight as to be 
iH 3 poticed by every one except her Grandfather and 
' Pilgrim, alii to comfort them at first by the thought that 
shg possibly did not much care, after all. ' 

Pilgrim, indeed, had, in her satisfaction on heating of 
Peek’s propoaaJr*for a tinie considered everything to be In 
' order, for according to the good woman’s simple ''ethics, if 
Pafn had^wShttd Peek) sha’d have taken him. But ^ 
n^d's eyes were sharper than those of many mothers, and 
several small signs observed byhcr combined little by little 
to teach her thdt bravely as shfc hid it, Pam had had'd serious 
blow, and still suffered uadet if. 

The girl lay awake at aight instead of sleepirig, and her 
eyes, more like the monkey’s' than tver, were heavy. She 
was yery cheerful, reading akud-to Dick Maxse, who was 
a litUd better, playing cards wtfi him, and trying in a 
boyish way that wis not without a shade of pathc^, tc do 
for her aunt Vai\chis little thjngs that had alwai'S fallen to ^ 
Evelyn’s share. . ‘ « 

'■Every morning she read the Times to her grandfather, 
and he on(je saw how, afk'r rbdingSvfth unfaltering voice 
a letter on the Soi^th '“African Commission in which much 
was said of Janies Peek, every bit of colour left her face. 

^ Thewold man shpok his heacl as she went on, to the next 
article ; 4 was, after all, then, as»serio\ls as Ije haifat first 
thought, but he did not speak of it, ' " 

• A we^^haij passed, aftef the wedding, and Ratty ha<J 
gon^- bach jo Oxford, 4fter a final interview witii Bis 
cousin in ^hini his ^ttitude had been one of (kbpw inixed 



with patronage, and hers ^nt of rathei^ uifhsu|d patitn<^^ 
* I am sorry,#Ratty/**she .said, at parting. but Wi 
couldn’t ever nwmy •voi> under ajjy coaSideratian \0jjt- 
ever. I really thifik yo?d better stop tliimkingi^it.^ » 

• Just lili a* girl. You alwa>^ weietay idBt* Pam,^' 
returned tHfe swsfin, sending % showor of grc^ei over .the 
lawn wilh a sa\^e kick, “ as if 1 toidi str>p flunking of it.” 

.^e girl laughfd. /Then try to •remember h(Jv^yg\x 
alwa^ despised /ne, that ought to comfort. Think 
whatiaa idi^)t I am and afwrfj^wa^ ;# hpw thin I am ; how^ 
much I look like Cally * y(^ surely, in your sane aments, I 
don’t want a wife who looks like that, do ydu ? '^ ' * . 

Caliban, who came hirplin^ along over the gi;ass to\y»xd^ 
her, *aft^ a ^hort voyage of discovery in the shrubbery, 
muttering with npny griryaces, in the u,sual dlsnluaion 
(jf e^J^lorersf was certainly not attractive, and Ratty, 
burying^ his hands in his trousers ixick^ts, burst ini^ 
reluctant laughter. ‘i, . 

•t‘ Yo<l afe a wonder, Pam!* I declare,* I idem' t bolievve 
there’j^another like you on the facj of the earth. Th^re 
are a dozen girls even in tluj^dead-and-ahVej neighbourhood* 
who are a thousand times prettit»r you, and who can 
play, or phint, and all that, wlfiU you can’t do a thing, 
aniyet, a fellow ciii’t get ygu olit tf his head ! ” ^ ‘ 

Pam looked up sudcfcnly from her occupation of stroking 
Caliban, her eyes alight* v^itfi Atorcst. “ Really, J^fttty ? 
Do you honestly think tliat — thht ‘ a Jellow ^an’t get me < 
out of 4iis head ? ’ I roi^rfn, that I shoulj bard to forget 
, altogether^? ” , • 

Ratty shruggM his shoulders, a 4rick he haAlaanjpd 
from the girl herself. * ” If you are thinking of Lassels,” 
he returned with sullen maliccf don’t think that his 
attentions at the ball meant mu<5h. IWn fool about you, 
sometimesf but Lassels is going to be \he Marquis of Bud- 
combe^my^ood gifl, you must remember.” • 

raised#her eye-bre^, looking at him^with a gentH^ 
scorn that made him uncomfortable. ” Try nft to be a 
c^. Ratty,” she said quietlj^ holding emt 
” Tl^ dpg-cart is there, and Aunt Rosamund ?i>king^ for ■ 
jpm ® GoOT-bye.” 



Z^reft dAghter, now devSed moit of her time to 
^ miJtvei Wfcre, sought distraction ill a ^d flirtation 
^ on^of his nu^,^a^)retty youn^womk from St. 
^on^ s , Loili Yeoland had ^o badt days, •and was 
Mttertagain ; J>am took long walle in the late aftertBOns 
Md passed the r4;t 6f her with o»e or the ofter of 
. her revives ; Pilfrifti*stu^efi her Mistress with rfhtimble 

♦ ze^ tjiac^at ofldJy on her gduijit 

• One day Pam and Majrffe Jtad what the suffering ne’er- 

• doVeel cal^a naked-soul talk/^ 

_ " But ^fjss Perry is pretty,” he protested innocently, 
in feply to a vigorous^expostulotion from the girl. 

" Of course ^ is pretty, but— oh well, Ulicle Dicik, fer 
ti*man who says he is going to live only six months, you 
really are hon-idi* 

y* Why am* I homd ? ” he persisted with one cA his ftfd ' 

, graceless grins. “ Wbat on earjh do I do ? ” • 

Well, couldn't ypu ^ssildy take your dropsy \vithout 
kissing her hand ? ’* . • 

Pam, very erect in & hij^-backed (jhair, Caliban in her 
arms, looked at him striously as she sJ.oke, and he tifmed 
a^little so that he could s^ her at his ease. 

“ Without kissing het Jiand ?. V/ell yes, if you put it in 
that way, J suppose I could, bulc then, why should I ? ” 
Don’t you think it would b^nore dignified ? * 

He Jiurst out laughing. '* Dignified! ^ My dSar Amelia,* 
CM J'oiJ imagine, iil your wildest flights of imagination, 
Richard Allison Jfcyce MaxJSe,* being tlignified ? ” 

I can Imagine hinAtrying,” she answered drily. 

“ Tljen you can'^o more than I can, my dear. Why 
Jwk hf,re, Pam, I'll be as dead'as Queen Anne in^ix months’ 
jime, and thejf’ll alrange me niceW in a coffin, ’with flowers 
'‘and all that, and then what will happen ? *The ' dignity 
of death^’*as ^ts say, will turn away from me, and there 
wonlt be gne bit of ‘ majesty ’ or ‘ peace ' or any ofherctff 
the.usualWct tlyngs about me; I'lJ look just js I 4(>now 
when I’m askep — like a poor devfl who has had his da y. 



and d<mealltboset]$^h«oaghtnottaiuLVe |(w. 
to go back to MisI Penyllflrsfrname Daisy 1^” ke resum®, 
with unab^hed Cheerfnjk, “ live 4iss^»W haild^a^ 
wMk,now, and Ibjuldn’t stop or it would Hurt hel^fclings.’;! 

Pam rose^» “ WeU, at least be carefrf dot to iuft Aunt 
Rosamund’s feelj|igs ; let her* have Some ni^ uings*to 
rememb^ abou^byou.’* * • I 

Sweet as r»mero6ered kisses, •after, death,/", 
chuckled, as she left ^the rpom? • 4 , 

On^her \fay* downstairs sho^met servant with some 
letters for her, and*|[oir|g ^to the library Sat dqv#A^by an ' 
open window and read them.* • * * • 

Th^ first was a short note from her mother, written feom# 
St. Jeano de iLiiz, and containing the news tn^^t sh^ and 
Sacheverel were thinking of going to Japan in a yacht With 
s<>meWftends.* • , 

Pam ^ave a short laugh, w^hich was no^ mirthful, and^ 
took up her second letter, which from tht» Duchess.: 

*' Dejir Pam, — Thanks so much for sending my slippefs. 
That creature forgets evei^yiing# t am* a. wreck, and no 
rouge can hide the ravages ma(Je*by fatigue in flying ajxiut 
getting Hfhrietta's things. Xhenwedding, of course, is to 
be \jdTy quiet, but# i v^ant yqu tb come, and to stay with 
me until it is over. Will j^ou ? It is quite improper 
of me to want you, yoh ^knov^, k ought to ask 
Alice, but the child bites# her nhils a^d drives me mad, 
whereat) you and I alwa^ agree. Yoy^^ bring ycair 
suite, ‘ Pffly and Cally,"^ wkh you, and we'll do some 
theatres incog, il you like. N4w doi’t rush off irtd vi^it 
some person in De^bjphire tjiis time, pjease, or I'll never 
speak to you again. My love to^yq^ir Grandfather and tell 
him that I will take good care of j^ou. • 

• “Yours affdhtionately, * 

^ . • vEuzaWk^t" • 

• • ^ ^ \ 

Rdh read this letter twice, and then opened the last, 

j¥hicU was from Burke : , ^ • 

" fAM, — Had^e Ravaglia b de^, hnc^I write to 

ifH you, as she asked fo do. I hJre Deea a good deal 





with her jpf ikte^and pn wil^be gM to hear that toward:^ 
'VhS last’s^e didtnot suffer at ali. Last yight I was there 
^IjJjen the prieSi cam4,an(^ gavaher extreme unction. She 
seemed to itake communion, ^nd tdlA me'thatslje was 

not afr^i to, die*. I am feeling rather bad^ about it, lor 
she was i g^d friend to me^ alid at my age onedoesn’ t easily 
make friends. dTh^iIks'f or your letter, l^m glad mytele- 
grapyfelieved your •mind. Of cohfse I^shall never tat^jble 
you agaim and ly.hope with all my heaij that you hiay be 
happy. She did poi tell m^ w’ho the man i», aad*I took 
it for gifted it must be Peelj, until i saw in a paper this 
gdornfng the almouncemeni of the day of his marriage with 
, soijw one, else. Whoever h4 may be I hope you will be 
happy, anS my telegram holds good. Th6 sa)^ of poor 
Mtdame Pavjglia’s things is,going oHj and there will be a 
good deal of mone/, all of which goes to <.he Chipch, I 
•believe. She Ihft her rings to you, did you knovj,? 

“Good-bygt then; if* you knew how I love you you 
would be* sOiT^ for* me. ftemember, always,* thit if ybu* ' 
eVer want me I will, come, no matter where I aai. You 
know my banjfef’s address. ^ , 

, * * , « “Charnley Burke.” 

• * 

The letter was badly written as well as awkwardly 
d<prtsjfed, and as Bu»ke* as ^ hile, was voluble enough, 
she knew what his jiervohsness «meant. And Ravaglia was 
dead. It w£^ dpt a shock, but an added loneliness. 

A few minutes later, the gfrl tyent out on to Vhe terrace,* 
vjjiere*ker Grandfather sat near the spbt where he had 
first received her,, years ago. , « , 

“ Grandfather,” sh^began abruptly, “ I want you to do 
something for ipe. • Not i jewel this time ; worse ; I mean 
harde/ for you.” ' * * 

“Wiiat is it, Pam?”* , ' f> 

” The Duchess wants me to gb to the wedding, to 
stay with^er afterwards. Of course I can’t, and so I want 
you, to bfe ill, and need a change of air, and go away wfth qja, 
somewheip^ tio far for me to go to town. Will yoti?” 



“Of course I wiD^ my {Jear. We’ll jo fo Jhe serf or; 
somewhere. To Ojcnwalti for instance.” * j » ’ » 

“ You are very |6od to nje, Grjindfnthef.*^ • 

“ I.want^o be, Pam. ® So that’s settled. 2 ’r.''J )3 iirorse, 
in 'the night, ancf to-morrow I’ll make iliims sAd'me to 
Cornwall.” * * • ^ ^ 

Pam went clofjj^o him and laid one'band'on his shoulder, 
whii» her face was toined towards ‘the ferrace iQow, 
“ Just there it W3e,”.shc smd'iIowly,’hed voice deepening, 
" that' I canriie up the path, ye?;s ago’ vath |X)or old Cally 
in my arms. I ren.'temljer t very well. You saW how 
do you do, my dear, I am very glad to sec you.’ ” ' ^ 

" Xes, and then, a moment later, you informed me that 
you were^at the ugly age,” he answered lightly, for iTome- 
thing in her voice made him sad. 

“ Ypii were very good to me, Grandfather, from the 
first,” sl;e wont on, taking no notice of hVs interruption, 
“ and you have always been good; 1 have Vever tried to 
-tharfik you, and I have not been very good to J'ou.” 

" Thue is no need of t|^anks, my de.'\r, and the only 
thing I l^avc against you is 'liat you did not always stay 
with me. You have made ."Viy. life much pleasanter than 
it could ha.ve been wjthout you, l^m.” 

“ slave I, Grandf.i'lher ? ” . * 

“Yes.” 

“ Then you will let me stay always, won’t you J” she 
asked, turning at last, and looking at him wtU moist eyes 
that suddenly reminded ium that he hrd« never seen her 
•cry. . " 

“ Let you stay ? I will not let you go, Pam ; Yi’tUher 
to the Duchess nor any onj else.” 

“ No one else wants me,” she "feai ’ with a smile. Then 
very quickly she stoopeS, kissed Kim, ^d was off li|ke an 
arrow, speraing down the path until sne was lost tp view 
at a tutaing'hmong ^e trees. 

Lqrd YeolAd’s eyes Vere wet as she*^ disappeared. 

" Damn that fellow,” he said aloud. 



‘CHAPTER. VIJ 

r Y •' 

Two days later PofdcYe^'afid, Pam, Pilgrims jeimns, tne 
valet*ft}d Caliban, were settVd in aA hotel on the Cornish 
•coast not far from Penzunce. It was a delightful spot, 
surround^jl by beautiful drives, and the air was full,of the 
musjc of the waves as they boomed on the grkt r« :ks below. 
‘“An excellent place for^an invalid, Pam?” the old 
man asked ^solemniy while his servant settled Him iij a 
«heltered corner of the garden the day after th^r arrival. 
“ I declare •!. ‘feel better' already. You must wite and tell 
your audt ^he good news'.” Pam nodded, ^ Hbr grtdd* ' 
rather winked oyer the back of Jenkins as that fiActionary 
tucked the ^laid carefully# about his master’s, legs, and 
rose, with a pleased glance At the wicked oW gentleman’s 
beaming face. 

The old man had thoroughly entA^'d into the spirit of 
the little comedy. I n th,e njght following his talk with Pam 
bn <hc terrace, he had had a mysterious seizure involving 
•numerous perplewngly*irrecoiicileable symptoms, and all 
the next day new ones had developed. “ I can’t Explain,” 
he said irritably to the dottor, who was feehlig lus pulse 
for tlftf twentieth tlltie. “ It was a tremendous flutter, and 
a sharp pain, and then Ptkink I feir.ted. Didn’t I faint, 
Jenkins ?*” 

“ Ijjearly, MJLud. Tfie brandy'just saved your Lordship 
from^quite going off,” returned the faithful ^rvant, who 
had a turn for dramatic narration, ?' His LOrdsLip’s lips 
was bind as 'indigo, sir,” he added to the d6ctor, “«jid 'is 
'ands like ice. ’Is Lordship ’ad ’orrible pain in ’is stummick 
to<ij afterwAds, and elettric shocks in 'is spinal c*i^. 

‘ Jenkim,’ ’9s J^rdship said to npc, ' it’s my sjSinfi cord, 
sure.’ ” ^ ( » 

AM ^ 



“Oh yes, spinal c^vd very bad, Harm,*' Hhejqld nl^; 
added, winking at^am, jtast Mrs. Mpse Mpo stood \^tn 
anxiously flutterin^’hanfls l^ the, bed, » ^ 

Hams, wHo wAs a rather clever man, Aodder'^yrithout 
speaking. Krtowing that I^ord Yeolana S' hear!, spinal 
cord, and teniperature were ih as ^ood order usual, he 
was not alarmed^ "but clonic gout ^may' show itscif in 
maftSyi^ys, and he had ro reason for suspecting his patien^> 
of malingering. ^ ^ ^ ' 

Com^dl' being suggested 6y^4hc' ihvalid himself, the 
doctor agreed at onc6’. J^a At might do goat goqu ; .that 
nothing fclse did was certain, and as Cornwall seemed to bc*^ 
the remedy for which Lord Veoland yearned, to Cornwall 
he was sort. , , 

Mr. Maxse earnestly urged his father-in-law to take one 
of ids MdTses ^not Miss Peny) with him, but the old man 
rebelled at this idea, protesting that Jenkins understood' ' 
him better than any strange woitan cou\d^,^ao Jenkins, 
•Vety proud of his charge, and armed with dTvefs bottle^ 
against srt*enewal of his Lordship's strange ^ittack, assumed 
his new l\r>nours. ^ 

I wondfr," Lord Yeoland remarked thoughtfully, 
when the sf^rvant had left him aldhc with Pam “ whether 
Pilgrim is worried a>y^'utjme ?"- 

I think, between you and ijicJ' the girl returned, with 
a laugh, “ that Pilgrim .strongly suspects you of bung a 
fraud, G.F." / , ^ > 

“ I agtfee with you. There is suspicion ii. her eye. And 
8 cold fishy ^eye it is, too. Pilgrim is excellent, ?am^ but 
she is not an irresistible woman." * ' i/ 

" Poor Pilly I No, 5 he is not. Just look at that fuchsia, 
isn't it exquisite ? I suppose all the ^lls ring at fnidnight, 
and make the most lovely music 1 " • i 

** It's a Ifeautiful place, Fam. Your friend Rapagli^ 
used to Saveli housemear here, by the way, poor ^ul 1 " 
"IJidshe? •Where?" ' 

"I don't know exactly, but in this niighlourhood 

sefisewhere " * ^ ^ ^ 

Theiy long pauje, and then Pam,saill frjldcniy, 
F., tell me about Jher, won't you ? • She tbld me once 



Aat som^jody would- tell me ^er stc^y some day, and I'c 
like to h’ear itt" < ' ' > 

story 'l ,Porr squl, ste had dozens,” answered 
^the old pkking a rose from the wall near him, and 
snffingafit. ’ 

•“ But hej^ real ont ? Every one must have a real story.” 

” Well, yes. Years ago, when she wa*' hving- with hes 
tmsi)and, a little snufiy avvocaio^ Si^'Lly, she did. ^Hie- 
thing wrong. Tli^n^he ran away from, her husband, and 
from the other mjjr' too, cpd" went on the stage? '' She had 
no infi(.?;ice, She was not p.^otty, and for years no one 
(hfeard of her. ' She has tt,ld me, and I believe Ker, thai 
during th<|fe years her life was irreproachable. At last, 
suddenly, ^she became famous. And when she came tc 
London tfie first time, she met a man, a friend of mine 
They fell iiv love with each other. Treritendoife’y. iL 
was like,” he Wnt on thoughtfully, forgetful th''t he wa£ 
spiking tooi child ot eighteen, " a race ; ^ if each ol 
them wiShdd fo love more than the other." Re fohne 
out that there was , nothing l^nown against her,*land — he 
was a man higher rank than I — wanted to marry her 
Then she tofd him. Told him of the old davs in §icily 
You understand ? ” ile broke off, looking sharply at Uf 
hearer who sat quite mo'tionless, Irtdii ng to him. '' 

" Yes, I imderstand.” . „ 

‘ ‘“Well, he didn’t marry her, of course. That was all 
*H’m\ I^’s>.a pd. story. I, personally, always respectec 
her for telling hijn.” * 

Pam dested one elbow on her knee, and her’chin in he; 
bandj looked up at him. “ Whose was*^ the child ?” sht 
asked. “ The little girl whe died I" 

" Oh, that was hi^ my friend’s. I didn’t know she 
had (bed.” . ' 

” Y^. And then what happened afterwafds, Grand= 
'father?” ' ^ f 

/» " H'ml Vvell, you see, my friend marri^ later.* .^Had 

to have cn heir, of course, and then she, Ravaglia, wenf 
to piecA. It was a great t)ity.” » * 

” Yea,- It w|s a great pity. Gfandfather, yorf wrote tc 
aslc her to— ^o go away from me ? Jhat time in Aix.” ®n 
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Yes, my dear, I dM. reputation >as,’ wijh,perf(i:t 
justice, outrageooB? She ^as very nice ahqjk doing as i 
asked her.”. ; \) „ . . ^ 

“Yes. She wfint away and I never ^aw' ?4r 'again 
until the othei-day in Paris. \ And now siVis’d^ad/^ 

God rest her he aflStd, after’a pause. 

Pam stared. ** That is what the Catholics say/"^ she 
c6iil/i/inted. o o ^ 

Yes, but it does noj hurt a he;.'then tc- say it, 
too.” J t • o , 




It was a perfect mdming,.dnd the warm air, fuffcf thp 
sea-tang was sweet with the scent of growing things. A* 
bee buzzed drowsily among the gilly-llowers : a^bird sahg 
in an app'^-tree. 

For several minutes Lord Yeolagd and his grand- 
daughtefef were* both silent, ‘ and then, witljcut dianging 
her position the young girl spoke. ‘ 

“ G. F., I want to tell you about»Mr.^ Pc^jle.*!^ ^ • 

yif you wish to, my dear, btherwise, it i’s not at a^ 
necessar)^' ,, 

” 1 do, wish to. Because ycti thjVik you ur^erstand, but 
you don’t. ^You see it was^this way.* When I was at 
Torpingtori/ he was ill — that is, pv^erworked, and nearly 
ill, and I used to g(^ Cb fee him at his* house. It was silly, 
but it didn’t seem so then, siyn^ow. And he was venr 
good to me, and we had'^udi goo^ Ximes together, ♦'fhen 
I went away, to Houlgate^\and mother w^ Aot well air 
the sum'Aier, and I wrote to him (lie had <tsk(^I rpe to, of 
•ourse),and'he neyer answered;* and I was angry with him. 
Mother’s illness made me nearly forget all about Rimf 
though, and — you know about the wedding. Well,” she 
paused, but did not mov^ her dark efts full of th6 sunlight 
as she looked steadily at the old mapi whose lips^were 
trembling with his sudden overwhelming realisation of her 
great ytuth, "is she told him her story, allln the p^t tense 
” W^that evening after ^the wedding I was mnely, some- 
how, and I went for a swim to amuse myself. '‘Wht^I camt 
upfronl the sea, there hewas, in’our grounds, ^ if he had 
f Jlen»^om the sky. Apd we had supper Jogeth^, ancj 1 
very happy, but I^didn't know wh^ I didn't 



0.4*“. wiiendt was time fjor him ;^o go, then I sud( 
\.new, jEnd sa did he. He •kissed me. Once.” 

she pru^d/t “ Jle sa'd ii was Arcana. Th 
the naaj£ pf ow villa, you knolv. Arid; he Said 
could 'nm stay, f •That was tecause he* wa^ engaged 
isn’t knoj^v whether I ev^ftold you, Grandfather,” 
ventjon with a cbaTige of tone that stWied him hkt 
Jbqipt change of key in a song,'” that I don’t beliw 
narriage,," ‘u " 

” Yes, you onc^ td-ld me.” •• , . • ® 

I told him, t»o. And Madame Ravaj 
dfad once said to me something about the man I sho 
some day, love, and that he Would have a right to m;^ ps 
as well as to my future. (That was what She c.^ant, ; 
poor dear, what you told mf, you know 1) Well, in T 
pington he ^d teased me abcmt it, about uy ‘ hLp,’ ^ 
because I said it was a mistake to marry. And t^en, tt 
evening after 'the weddhig, he talked about it again. Ai 
when he kissed me; then Tlcnew that we loved each btkt 
fte didn’t come the pext day, and I forgot all aiS»ut Lac 
Henny. It seemed to" me ^that— well— I simpjy didn 
think of her at alli Bik wbtn I dined with them all tl 
next evening, then I T<?membered, and I decked not t 
see him again.” - 

“ And he let you decide ? ” 

“'Ho. He came the next day. I had written him : 
•letter sayirg goo(l-bye.' And he had one for me, als< 
spying good-bJie^, We read them together,” she addec 
with a Ihugh, “ it must have been funny only w^ didn’^ 
Vno%/‘»t.” •’ 

” And when you had aac’ the letters ? ” » 

There was still th^iglimmer of curious detached amuse- 
ment in her eyes as vhe went oi. " We went down the 
hill ^d spent the day together. We were very sensible, 
G. F.; we knew itmiust be the last time, but wS washed just 
that one' da/. ’ t 

“ Just, that one day. Oh Lord I ” groaned the old man. 
“ YeS, and then suddenly, he ask^ me to marfy hjul. 
Or ratha hef-just said that I must. ^ And I said I woi^dn’t.** 
On Henoy 'Shapklin’s accoimtV’ 



p>tti 

. Pam rose. “ 1;^, ^jraydfether, not aijo^eth^f He*j^ 
not strong, you kftgjv, ajjd works toe hard? It’sefvned "to 
me that I eould j;ake cai;:i t)f hiih, alici hfe^p hjqpLh-yii?tTft * 
nq^eded me — more than hemeeded Lad^ moneys 

and position? , ^ ^ j 

** Pam, I am an old man, and 1 have sjen 2 ^ goo(^ deal 
(vf ^e wSrld. Vhe deviS lays no craftier snare than that 
‘thinking you can^help.^ That has >Yrec)cecl more woiheil 
than — but^go on, !ny’dear,» gq on, n^n^^r child. ' 

“ The Irouhle’was that I 'yodid noT say Td ma^;qr him/ . 
I — I do not believe in it, ^ou see.*' ^ ^ 

“ I see; Go on.'* 


“ And he insisted, and I refused, and then he fainted.** 

“ And'^ou yielded." 

" No. I didn’t, f kept o^i ‘refusing, Grandfather ; but I 
said Vd go anywhere with him." 

Standiiig there in her cotton f^-ock, her h^nds clasped 
before her, "he reminded him irresistibly of the way shp 
had stoq^ under the .trees the day she knocked Dick Maxte 
down ; the day he had realised that she had a soul. 

" So you said you’d go— anywhere with him 1 " 

" Yes, Grandfather. I love Kim, ,you see. And he said 
no, ^nd that was all., I came away leaving it undecided. 
Only I hated to huit hirh." 

" I know. Go on, Para." •’H'e spoke very gently,? an i 
Jenkins, catching a glirnpsg of his face from, a window,, 
went opened a bottle U brandy. 

" Well, Madame Ravaglia— I told her about it, too ; she 
seemed to think ^hat I shduld of couit^j marry him^ And 
then I came to Monks’ Yeoland, ^d ther^ was the wedding, 
and after it he asked ri?e again. And Grandfather, it docs 
seem awful to promise dvlot of you nuy not be able 
to keep, in a church, and i\. seems to me ve^ fact 
of having mside the promises makes it impossible td keep ^ 
them, 6ut I jusf going to give in when Lady Henrietta S 
camtj^'and then it seem^ too awful, and ^saic^no, and 


5gnt him away." • ^ ^ ^ 

** You were not logical, my dear." o ^ 

" Tfaiowlt. I have always been so proftd 9f ray strong 
viil, Grandfather, ^ it always itemed to me that I 




always ^ nj-ve my m^^Way, but. I think that I 
ida’t care so'^uch''about mv own w£w as I did — abon 

5'** r, < T 7 

“ And'you forgot Henrietta ? ” „ ° » 

.“Yes, G^dfathpr; th^retf/as no room fo. her, Bui 
henjl heard , her voice, I had to remember her; anc 
^remembered at the same time, Kke a flash, all the 
) 6e said jof hifn pn her aide, against me. That'‘she t 
le Duke's sister,''^Bjd so rich, and — and all th^t,^- — ” 

“ Ab^ when. you ^ht him 4o her, .he went.” 

Ves.^' He was very angry : he 'did not speak to me a 
11 ,at the ball, and he went away without saying good-bye 
[e might*" she added with a quick quiv«r oj^het Up 
h.a<e said good-bye to me 1 But he didn’t, and — tha 
1 all." ^ >• ", ■ , ^ 

The old mai. watched her for some minutes in sifend. 
^er absolute unreseia<e towards him was, he khew, tha 
J[ a very reserved -nature 'driven by circumstances an^«! 
fnging for sympathy to teU just once what ne'-;er coul< 
e repeated agatin. , ' 

He knew tllat wplnenwho^^onfide in many people neve 
eU the whole of their atory, and that Pam Would neve 
eU heris to any one e'se. 

There was something unspeakably touching to him 
owir(J the closing of his lon^ Ufe, +o see this young creatur 
ust starting out on her journey, with such a burden. 
c He hiifiseilf, ^ppiung back on" the women he ha J loved 
ould hardly remember which of two or three ha had carei 
or .TiwSt ; he was exuberant, inconstant, Ught-hearted h] 
lature, as weU a^ by careful cultivgtipn, but he knew tha 
lis grand-daughter ^jjas of different met^. The absurdit; 
)f one of her des^Vately faithful stamp objecting t 
natrUnony on" the "ground that it promised nr ore than i 
x»ul<fWfil, had not escaped him. He and Ch^mlev Burk 
lad laughed together over it long ago, but he had, njfturaUj 
aever tgken her prejudice seriously. ^ 

y^efl” the 'right man ,pame, he had thought, she woul 
:hange^her'-mind quickly enough 1 And now^^e. ngh 
mfin ha3 ^Tie,*W£W at the same time hopelessly thdVriij 
man, she had not lohanged her niird, but would hkV 



-xm ^5?^ 

sociuiccu aer ^lew-poiQt, — in a \iieek jlifies ^Wle 

would be Henrie^a Shanl^’s husb^id. * * . • 

" You tkink ^did right* G. F! ? theVri asWd,a*f ISt,'( 
taming to ljun.« . • . • 

“ Right ?• Who knows ?) .^u did *four dear, that 
much is.certai^** the old man answered, tabsOTtly. • 



CHAPTER VIII 

\.Late the next eveia:^ Par: s!dd good night tcflfti gYan 

*■ father t'afM prepared to go to ‘her room. She had be 
rtading aloud ever since firmer, lor the Londofi pc 
wri^ed by4he afternoon train, and she was tired. , 

No ,more had been said about Peele, but she felt x'elieve 
by having told the \yhole story, and knew that she hs 
pleased the old man by doing so. o 

' ‘'Now, as she said good-night, she asked him quiftly, h* 
hand in his, ’iVell, G. F.', dp you not think, after all, Jhi 
I ^id what was best tor him (*” _ ' * 

''' My dear, I will tell you what I think. I have neve 
beeh a very good man ; I a. a what women writers ca 
a cynical old'Vorldling ; ^I -def not believe in ajiything i 
particular, and I can f^ without quailing the great fac 
that selfishness rules *the world. 6o ’t is more to ih 
point than if I were a payson, or a saintly old patriarch 
that t think you did vhat was— moble and good. Anc 
what is mprr , I haven’t "a douDt that you will have youi 
ren^ard.” } ^ 

“ Grandfather 1 You mearl th.et I’ll go to Heaven ? ” 
«•“ I^hope you will,"my dear, and indeed I fully expeci 
that you will, but^I didn’t* mean tkai. * You did the besf 

thing you tould do, afl 1 whatever ipay happen ” 

He stopped hastfiy, fiiting his lip, but she only smiled 
absently. “ Nothing can ^sJibly happen, shoft of Lady 
Henny at .the last minute running away witli soiITe one 
fee, as happens in books. And 1 am not ^ing to*fyde 
iway likeeonffJbf Rhoda Broughton’s tubercular heroines. 
I amt going to "have a very ^d time, and dance, and fliit 
ike^mad^ql feel -that the Yeoland.gift for that firtjieth 
lormant in idy youii^breast), and wear fine clothes, anil 



ride ; you wilLifind me i trevy frivolous, anjl ^xpeijive 
young woman/ •• • t . k 

“ Shall in(fced ? Well, just as yoi lil^*^l ftelsa 
mucli better of fate that Item beginniii|f fe^ake plans fdf* 
a visit to ?aris, and possit)lj%even f(ir a win^r in Rome, 
We coijld tal^^n apartment, kncfjfow could try your 
^aiipis on the Italians/* . ^ 

Oh, G. F., I ^Jwi(//love tc^be in Rome >tnth j^u ! You 
are aij ajigeJ^to Jhink of it,*and iyvillJjgjjerfect. Now good- « 
night. Aren^t my fero\^ pftws funny witti thes^Mgs 
Rav€£lia*s rings had come that aftemobn, and jSie Ikd 
put them all on. * * % ^ 

niliJl ^ways wear the ruby, G. F., don^ you think 
I might ? She always did.’* , ' ' . 

f forge-rthe man I tolS you oV, gave ^it to her, my 
^ear. It is very valuable, but wear it M you like, ast^a • 
souvenif.” v * « 

^ ' /‘^I thalP always wear it.* Good* night, ' GiandfathtTk 
I am gl/H you are so well.” ^ * 

He laughed. ” Yes, niy^ dear, Cornwall seems to be'' 
doing me good.” ^ * * • n 

Pam sjf for hours by her opoM window, turning the 
ring on her finger ainj stu(^vin|', ih her curious way, the * 
situation. She hid definite^ ^ven up Peele ; she would 
never again see him;</of these filings she was .certain. 
And she did not intend io mope. ‘^In a ^ew months,!’ 
she thought, “the acl^ 5f it will be People'do 

get oyer things, even if they. can’t forget them.’^ Her lip 
shook suddenly/ but she would not 'allow herself^ c^{^, 
and, rising, went ^o ^er taye-iand wretc a long letter to 
Evelyn. Then, her lips still set h^, she undressed and 
went to bed. Three Kburs later was ^wakened by a 
loud knocking at her door. . ti . 

It ^is Jenkins. Ts lordship, Miss,e’s dying, — I thinto\ 
*e’s ^one already,” stammered the man* Pim starat-M 
stupidly. ^ 

. No, no, Jenkins— I am comijig— you anf mistikeib-he 
was^J^^~he is better.” ^ G 

. Bdt LorS Yeoland h^ gone. He l^ad died in his sleep. 
When the doctor ^ had left and thtf landlord's wife had 
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gone Ottvs. \u ner,room, Pai^ jn4 the scfvant sat by the 
,bea^ wherel In^ *ihe cheerful lamplight, ^e old man lay 

* Eltifilfg.t * o » ' ' ^ ' I ^ 

* « Twice fti^lr^itfjiched his h^d gently, (hardly beli^dng 
tha^ she had not b^n dreamv)|{. But his haiji was chill 
as liviijg hallds, Ifdwet'er cold, never are. • 

Pilgrim, whose lo^d crying had annoyeb her misjres^ 
h3d been sent to her ^oom ; ,and at last Jenkins fell sSleep 
, and Pam Vas alond^ i Alone tcj realize 'hef ^eaj lonejiness. 
Her father and * molhe?' h£^d sailed for^ Japan* in the 
C^Neilfs yachts the letter hap cdum that aftemoqn, and 
Lor^ Yeoland bad said that be was glad, as it mStie Pam 
ihore altog^ttier his. < ^ 

TJiey were gone, and now he too had gone. 'She had 
not cried at ail. As^yet, thdugh she tepeatpd ov^r and 
, pver that he ifras dead, she could not quite believe iC It 
required an ^art, and she knew that she would ncf^ realize 
it Mly for. days.' . ‘ ‘ 

Vhey were to have gone to Rome ; they were‘/o have * 
‘been together. He, Of ^ the 'people in the world, had 
needed her, a,[id to needed is to some nature^" dearer 
than being loved, by all^^tuf the one. * 

♦ Hours passed, and ^awn came iq at the Windows ; 

Jenkins awaking with a start,* put out the lamp and went 
tOidrss^. ' *•' ' ^ 

, “ You must telegraph f.o my'aunt, Jenkins,” Pam said 
' quietly, “ hn^ to y<3ung Mr. Maxse.” c 

“ Yes, Miss, of course. I’ll, ’ave some tea maiie for you, 
,I^^... Ah, ’ere is Pilcrim.” ‘ . * * 

Pilgrim, gaunte^ than e\fer^ after Jier tearful vigil, took 
the girl to,her room and dt^ed her. You mustn’t take 
cold, my poor lamb,!’ said, and Earn, even in her misery, 
smiled ftt the unusual tendem^. « 

t, Tow£‘ds noon Mrs. Maxse wired that she could not leave 
,iifr husbaid wto had taken a sudden turn fgr the ^orse. 
but that Jaz^t had started. Ratty, too, was coming' 

T|^e rtoming had beei^ one of brilliant sunshinej bul; 
towards evening the wind rose, and it began to raqj. Pafb 
wished vaguely that a great storlh would cofhe, bift tt 
was only what the Hmdlord called ‘ h^ty weather.' A9 



day tie yovmg giiT sat Ii^ tDe room Hhi ^ea(Jffna^!P 
He had, in hii^fetime^, hated solijudef Md tne felt 4hat 
she could^ot les^e hiln npw, , . * » t ^ A 

^ At six aclcxjc Cazalel arrived, fiavlnt dilJ^&*from tlj\ 
only stati(^ to which he cc'uld come at^attour. * ( 

Pam met hinj at the Addt o| h^ ^ndfitheris rdom. 

** Oh, 8azzy,"»she said^ • • • i 

'* dear, It has bten dreadful for you^all alone/} * 

'*1 am always alone,*' ^he^sweted. and the^ he passed 
her iitd^steKxJ by the bed looJrinp»4(An on the man wl^* 
had been his mast^r^^d ^hom he had fiever lit ttie l^t 
underSi^Kxi. ^ ^ 

W^n he^tumed Pam stood by him, ifer hands behind 
her, n^4:he way common to her and to the dpad ipan. 

“ He was better," she said, " l^t night ; was ie last 
nigkV? Ai!d we were mtiking plans about* going to Paris 
and Rpme. He died in his sleep. The cffctor says It * 
his^ heart/* ^ » T* ♦ * 

• ■ " TB^ that queer attack at home* was froni his hc^ I 

The doctor made too littlg of it, as J thc^ught at the time/| 

She% shook her head, i* No/ That was Just 
Cazzy. He was not ill. .wanted* to gi away, for a 
cl^ange,«and so he pretended ^‘be ill, just to— to make^ 
his leaving horag ihore natural.’* ^ 

Cazalet turned, surpr^ written all over his honest face. 

'' at pretended } P don’t uii^rstand.’* • 

" Qh, never mind abplit that. He wfs Jll,, thoug^j he > 
did not taow it. And now — oh, Graffifiiher I ’’ 

Covering her face with hef hands she stood for a moment 
without speaking, but there were no^tears in her eyS. ^ 
Christopher Cazalet went«aflly to hiJ room, and sending 
for the landlord, madg the nec^^STty arrangements for the • 
next day's Journey. I i * • i 

His kifid heart ached foPthe girl, so nearly a ckild, who 
had looked at Wra wij:h sucfi tragedy in her^ eyes. W* 

* w^ not arf unimaginative man, and thf pathos of 

life Jiad always touched him. Since that Jday,* ten ye^* 
v^o, when she had opened the? door of thq Villa to* him, 
tha ynitnl yy In her aims, he had really lovedjher. , She 
•Bad been, m his di|ll life, somethi^j^of the sunshine that 
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'fee 8lii5 ^o^hlsr miister, and’ntjte, finAng her alone with 
the^ad man, ho Veali^ed, as keenly as if 'she had been 6f 
^i&a^|i thj 'lach of her utter loneliifess. ,, 

Mr. M!tasdtwa^[ worse ; he co\ud not li^^ long, anihij 
wife was enCTfiSsea with him Evelyn had''jnarried a 
mart Pam dii not lii;e,,an4 wfio, ^Cazalet knew, msapproved 
of her ^timacy with his wife ; Sacheverel and Ms wife 
ware utterly selfish, absolutely sufficient to each otjer f 
Ratty’s wish to marr^ the girl rendeied her living with 
h’s mother impossible*'And*Monk’s Yeoland -was flfe8d to 
hei; forw^-^rir. ' " 

'^iherS .was literally no plice in tHe world whither Pam 
YeoKmd could go, as one who belonged there. . > 
His pwn house was hers, but the old man knew»tnat he 
could not urge 'her to^come ta him. She did not belong 
there, either. At last, tired of his own thoughts, Cazalet 
i^refnt back to the sitting-room, and found the girl -talking 
in an undert«^e to Ratty, who very solemn, his hapds 
in his pockets, was staring at her with bulging eyef^ * 

^ ‘‘^I want her ta go into the garden with me, Cazalet,” 
the young man beganj abjuptl/, as the old man entered, 
“ there’s no oii'e about, aijd the rain has stopped. It’s a 
beastly hole of an hotel; the Bellevue at Trelieme is 
much better, but at least this is empvy, apd no one will be 
in the garden.” 

d6n’t want to goijnto the garden. Please don’t 
bdt^r. Ratty” i 

“'But look at hir, Cazalet, she looks horribly ^^ill, and a 
mouthM o1 fresh air wall do hfcr gcod ! ’' 

' ■PanOooking at him, realized how very fat her grand- 
father would have found him in that ssit of clothes, and 
with difficulty she repf^js^d a smilej 

As Chalet sab dowp enkins came In bringing a lighted 
lamp, and the old man started as he caught sight of the 
^"I’s face. , “ Good gracious, Pam, you Jo look ill. 


iave 


du eaten anything to-day ? ” he exclaimed. ■ 5 

“Yes, I haf,- eaten, but I have a headache ; it is pnly 
that.tCazzy.” / 

" 5ut — ii I were 3TOU I really would go into the 'gafjleii 
for a moment. Do go^my dear.” ^ • 



• The^girl hesitatS, but at 'length rcHe. 
sMe said, indilfrfently. Ilf go, bijt rdirathtr co aline, 
Ratty, if ^ou ddh't min^' , • ♦ • • ^ A 

^ The young ijian was° about to*protfet Miert^Caial^o 
made him S sign, and he fet her leave^he \oom alone. o 
“Do nor troi4)le her, Mi^^aity,^>he steward began, ' 
as the tdoor closed, “,she is very unhSppy ; the'* shock 
Tias |>een great.*’ o * * , q ^ 

know. They 'Were* awfully fo?id of each other.” 

“ Ye;i.* she— is utt^rljiwlonli.4 

Ratty pulled at hi^ y^ung moustache and’ Uodded.'* 

“ Utt&y. Her fath'er‘ and mother— yow know.^aiaRt, 
and-^ supjKise my grandtather left hef s^e money, 
howe^V* he added. , ^ 

Cazalet shook his head, r” No. jio intended doing so ; 
ke toU rae%o himself, but he put it off. ^His will dates 
from \ ‘ 

“,I say^ That is roiien/ I^i^ean l^arcy-luck. She*Il 
hhve t^go back to her father and mother, won’t ^e, 

unless ” Cl ' « 

“ Shi will go to Monk^’ Yeblaiyi for the present, I 
suppose,” ^answered Cazalef, “her father ahd mother are 
y^htingf she tells me; gonc^*" to Japan. She has no^ 
aciaress, and has jicTidea when thej^ will be back.” 

“ Of course she’ll conjc tgi. Monks’ Yeoland ; until Fred 
and Minnie Yeoland turn us ^gt.” There was* a long 
pause, while Cazalet stated at the #tal:|Jc-«jlotb in (Je^ • 
thougnt, and Ratty palled at his mouMache; 

Then tRe yoi^ng man*ros<? and took up his fiat^ “ I’ll 
go and look after her,” he said, ner?’Ously. 



CHAPTER \X 

♦ ^ t ' 

The rain’had entiiJiJ^ cea«d,*and the moofl sholW flintly 
4rom Mnd wind-blown clo'hds.' P^, Caliban in her 
arfns,''vi^ked up and down 'the ^avel path, h«r skirts 
trailing \ifi|^eehed. To-raorrdw they would tak^tbim 
back home,, and they would bury him in the ola vauR in the 
churcfi he hacLso rarejy visited, and Fr^d Yeoland, whom 
she had never seen, would bear his name, and Fi\;d Yedlind'c 
wife, whom heif grandfather had once told her wj^ a cat, 
afldvwho had l)een unkind to her, would be^mistresj of 
tl» old hoW, and their cliildren run about the,^oun!ls*< 
ana have tea in t}ie scjiool-room. 

The Maxses would, go' away; Dick was going *to die,' 
too, however f Ratty would p back to Oxford and funk 
his examinations andgiu^ fatter than ever. Bvy wo^ld 
'have a house in LondAn ; Mm and Mts.,Sacheverel would 
be very kind to Pam Yeojand, but they would be rather 
soiryV have her com^ Sack, land, any way, they were 
guing to Tapiui ^ Hadame Ravigha was dead ; Cl^ley 
Bufke was goingvhack to Australia; if he had not already 
gone. Evhry one was provided for. Evejy one but»Pam, * 
cad Plfgrim, and Cahban. 

Suddenly the aoon, which had* for a moment been 


hiding behind a clou! ,^hone ou^ shedding its lovely 
light og Ratty as hejcjme down the path. 

" I ypsh you would not ctme. Ratty,” P^ said, a 

"uttle pettishly. * “ , « o 

Now, don’t\vou be nasty, young woman.* Look h^riT' 
Pam,” h^wejii^on, joining her as §he turned, and w^ng 
by Iwr, ‘*1 hajfe just been •talking about you with Cazalet.*'* 
“Havec-you?’; 




^laughed a Ktle. iCat, aU c^deCi, ll 

ite, Ratt^" • •• . ^ . . 


•She 
impolite. 

Well^ I do,^ut ne 
Jhat yoiir fathe| and mo^ 


and that j^u ( ^ ^ 

'‘Yes. Mr. a^id Mrs. S^itftevQfel goinf lo Japin/* 
she antweredj^with a queer httle smile. 

**^*fn! And^of course, jou know thj^ Fred Yqpland 
will take possession at once. I w#ed him thi^ morning, 

\o 4he fifiiA“al." . 


mind ^Bat.^ 
r are away 


don't know when they 





andtif^fll o^ course come^^c 
"I know.” ^ ' V 

ym \ — naturally you vljll^o back wi^ us pi^, flld 
staj^imtil— ^{ter the funeral. Minnie Yeolmid I daughtv 
of Lo^Vemey of Dalgeston.*' His pause wa^ Significant. 

" I see. You mean that ^he daughter of*Lord Vemey of 
^)algfeton ^dll not care fb acknowledge ^ tousinship with 
me. iknow that already. Go on.'' , * • 

« ^ Rat^ tgoke off a spray of JiTchsia^an^ sl^<^ then^fiee 
^ of rain^ops. * 2 

" And — how are you regarding money ?i' he asked, slowly^ 
SheM:umed. “ Make yo|r mjjid aasy on that score, my 
good he-aozen (as Pepys says)^ my ^andftithcr has left 
n^ som^ money.'* i 

" You are wivn| ;• he Iftisn't ftiade a will since '83 ! 
Cazalet told me so. mnan^ to provide for you. and— 
he put it off until to8 l^e. don’t — don't lb<^ Bke 

that,^am, I — I'm sorr>*I told you «o gbmpUy. I jitly 
wanted gou to know* that after all wbul^’t do so 
badly by — marrying ma" •His voi^e shook with unmis- 
takable feeling as he spoke, but Pam did not answer.*®^ 
Caliban, who htd*been isleep, awc^e, and turning his 
face, wizened and we^ in the *ryc|#ilight, to h^rs, she said , 
gently, “ Cally, we shall have to^njove on. Lik^ Jo in 
* Bleak Hguse ' you and I afld ^illy must move on 4 ' 

— “^am, will yoft list^ to me ? " Ratty laj^ his ha^« 
0% hers and arrested her, as she started 10 leave hiiti. * 1 
^ ‘* 4 ^am — you know I love you. Pm a bn^ t<W|iave told < 

* ^ou that, but you always laugl! at me, anqr"^ ^ ^ 

pcfti b&twee'd not starve, and you'd not«be ^on^.^ 1*11 be 
^ good as I can ^p«you, and try to^iease yom" 



PAM 


lffiw“”‘’"“‘”“«““:'‘ » “yo-e hapS 

^ ‘**1 knrW'T niirrV.+«u , . _ 


frowning. 

vm riat^y, ^'ut \ cannot marry yon LtharJc 

^R^.,ts;rbSreirh^^^^^ ■' 

SiSUsssh: 

^S^Sl=5‘™“ 

you Uk/ W'gc, W^K’vfua'? ■• !“'*' 

go there?” ^ 

.kneelirg on the gravel to wWch she 
don'f want usi Aunt Ria^Lid * 



^ ItttJe riioney to^^y wh^t mother sel^^ oi^me, ^my 
grandmother’s. ^^Ve lyight gjb to Agieri<?i^ou*knpiff.’’® j 
“ And neople ^n’t ne^mon*y in.Antf^a. I DuppastPI'j 
"Don’ibe s^'castic, Pilly. Sit doMmiiere*ai»5,listen.’r 
“ You’ll Ake your death cold on thif l;|pnch ; jorne 
on in, it islate.”* *“* . ^ ^ ® , * 

• " Just a mSlnent, You see, I can’t go back to Monks* 
Ypojpd. Poor Eattjtis ang^y with /he, and if I’m Hhefe, 
he won’t come, and Aunt..Rosamund^ni need hi*. Then 
Lady** TWhnd’ wo^jd be \fsc^ angr^ if^ 1 came^to th#^ 
funeral.” * ' ^ \ 

” Wky do you say tnose'^thTngs ? She yKiSnyllKe you 
nowwou’re^,a grown up young lady!” PowfPilgilta’^ 
tone very wistful, and Pam took her hand Kindly, 
i’ ‘‘No, poor old* Pilly. I* shan’t, go at 'all now. *We^ 
wonH*go to*'the funeral, rhy being grown-yit doesn’t make 
any dit^rence. Mrs.— I mean Lady— Ycoland refused to 
meet me oyce, when she was^v’^ii^ at Bttti^mbc,^nd 
* 'Tdon’f^are to meet her. My G. F. won’t mind; hfll 
■ understand. Pilly, you go and paok, and we’ll run away^ 

again.’i I . • 

Pilly w^ crying now ; crying helplessly^and without 
bitterness at being once more th)is*cast into outer darkness. 

Pam was very, ^iftle wfth hei* but quite firm, and 
hardly an hour later, when,the#good woman had gqne,to 
pack, preparatory to their last fitting the Kind old 
man who was dead, the .young girl, fearfjil iest Ratty, dr 
Cazalet might come tb look for her, V/fesefl o,ut of the 
‘ garden, and weid down the ifeth to t^ie edge of the i;Mks. 
The wind had died down, and the great waves Wokr 
more gently than durfhg theMay, but \^th a sort of sullen 
dignity. Overhead, tj|e moon shone in a perfectly 

clear sky. % • 

Pam’s tjead ached, and She.was very tired. M was a, 
relie^to her that 4>ilgritn was prepared, Md that before 
"’monring theV would be again under weigh. She wduld 
wht^ to her aunt, of course, and she woul|fleat# a note 

1«r Cazalet. .* 

Ttfin*8l» would go to Amenca, (W back tath# Villa. 

#* “ I might go 01 ^ the stage, too," told benelfl J* My 



vol^ D MX)y, ap£W could act ■ If I were ^ot so hideousi 

After ^pkjute'^Ae rose from rock Ofi whidh she^ha< 
*6een sitting, and'^sUod looking at the sea. * 

"»tilly ^ I go aw-j’, from here. TlAt is th< 
first step to be iadctja," she said ^aloud,' *; ^d the nexi 
n^dn't be taken until after it. 'And of one thuig I 
am sW. I am'ti privCrteer, tis he said— bqt I vill not^i 
derehctl'^ 

FuU^vt^ary courage she tume(. toWards the hotel, and 
at^tht gatuc*" gate met James Peelc,*as she had ]g«t him 
tjial; nighC Arcadia. 

Pam, vhe Duchess sent me — your grandfathgnwifed 
her itcf come, and she couldn’t — we didn't even know he 
was ill " ' c ^ ^ . 

Yow," she i,aid faintly, leaning against the gate. 
‘‘Jfes. Yesterday, no, the day before, he wirecf her to 
come, on ter^ impoitant business, and she cohld aot^^^ 
aTOy, so she sent me ; I swear I tried to get out oi it, aw^- 
^couldn't.” * j 

“ And couldn't." t After a pause, she went on, I see 
now what he meant." s. ^ 

" What he meant ? • 

"Yes, I told him about^our ‘ pitiable folly,' in Arcadia. 
Add ha said that I w^ rigiTt, and might be rewarded. 
He was going to te^ the "Duchess I " 

Peele started.^, " Was he ? Vou think that wa3 why 
he telegraphed ? " u , * ^ « 

nr*" I^icnow it. He was going to fight fOr me, my dear 
old man I " o « 

Her lips shook sudjienly, and she bent over Caliban, 
biding her face. . ^ A ' ' ' 

" Paijy— for God's We don'i cry," ' j 

" No, m not cry. Well, I'm gl^ he, did it, Mr no^you 
will'-forgive me/'^won't you ? " , 

“ Forgiye 55 pu 1 ’’ j 

"(Yes.^* took her hand and held it to his 
ihe coulcLhe^ tjie throbbing undef the rough ^^raast^t 
' It' is you wfio musj forgive me, dear," \ 

" Xhen we both fofkive each other, aud our consciences 
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ion’t k«|w.** • • • %•> 
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tfre at peace, kmust 
has come, andl^ttj 

“Yes.too — Ldon'i »• .r r, 

"*Then-«ooJ-night. And beUeve ftfetl hope 70 U will 

be very hH)py.” ^ . t ,, 

“ W^out ^Ou. Yes ; that ft 4ikely. TtU me, 

wha 4 are your plans P** , j # **\j 

She told him„*n/iludden%iervo\^ flow'ot words' told 
him lh^iIrs.,Fred Yeolind’s ajeseiiciat the fuReral, and 
Ratty^s, ensured hfr clvn Absence ; tnat her^t^r 
mother were gone,«tbat she^ould not 
that sTie was very poor. T4ien she addcdf^“^||a sopUy 
ariaNtaUbto and I are ‘off to Philadel 6 ^ m the 
morning!' I am^ going somewhere, and j^egin liffe^ver^ 

^^^mewtere! Where*?’" •’ *• 

Panf shook her head wearilyi, ‘ Plcas^w^n t Ixitbcr 
idoif t know where, and it doesn’t maitw yet. 

K»re jusf going away." , . i,„ 

Peek’s face was very %ite, end for a moment he bit 
his li>fiercely. Then, " Anv-^HstcB.’; hiss^^yf* on 
hers, hi^hand on her shoulder, tw burned on, if it is M 
vdu say, if you are utterly aTon#, and have no place to 
go-by God, Pam, you must ^omc with rne. Come to 
South Africa with m_^ ‘yo'u lov^ me, and I loves Jod*- 

"°Sh?^cf^d her eye* for a moment, iTiiie a beautiful 

‘ iith you I Ah, if f could I But-*’J>i*i 

Henny, " • • * , 

‘ » You will come, you will ? • • „ 

He caught her roughly to hinf ^d W her. Pam, 
vou will* It is Fate; w* can’t\elp it. / 

Ls^me «) hold 4 back, this l*ve, but 4 ^ t jnd neither 

(An^u.” • ^ ^ 

. iim. they .lood (ugether wH^ut'hp^ 

•stood." 



’ ^ ' fl 

" a|Fy«otfi^4case, I anKStu^, he yjfpuld not have 
Dialled ^fcJdeaj^V I Vfiean, if jrou were, not his grand- 
bugWrrfJ.^ *f ** ^ 

® “ He would oqt »fcinie us as itf is, Jim. Of course,” she* 
adde^, restiic her^^c^ek agai t?t his arm and k-king sea- 
ward, ‘^he wWd raider hhve had us marry, Imt ” 

There was a long pause, during which the rhjrtfirtKcal, 
hiSh^d breaking of t^ waves agaiust fne rocks seemed 
to beat bfek the mo-ur ting, thoughts in the man’g ijjin^. 
t* “ Yov — you will hot re^et*vt l#er,^Pam ? ” he asked, 
ati'iist^ is yet time, youoknaw.t. If you were uot so 

uttejly alitae— iHit— I love you ” “ , 

*“And ^ Tove you. What a wonderful Vrord ft I 
It includes fever 3 ^hing. I am glad that I have nothing 
else in the. world, for, as it is, you give me every^jng.^ 
Even the moonlight and the sound of the ocean seems to 
com^ from yop.” ^ ^ 

Jle drew«hef clOsep to hint, but could not speak, v) 

After a moment she went on, dreamily, “ Jim— if only, 
it would not so hurt her. She is so good, she h^ not 
deserved — th^s. 'But how*it is .mo late ; I cannot gffe you 
up. I have Men so lone!) ^ 

She smiled up at hipi through the first tears he had 
ever seen in her eyes, and her lips shook in a tremu- 
lous smile. '■ ‘ 

^ “ I was so afraid yoil kould <want me to — ^marry 3 mu, 
leatl” '’r . 

Peele frewned, his eyes sudjienly hard in the moonlight. 

' A te'in leaves at six/’ he said, drawing away from her. 

It annoyed him even in his ang|7 embarrassment to 
lave Calil^m’s misty .eyes,, staring at him as well as the 
(irl’s. “I mean, my dear child, (^you have refused a 
lozen times to marfyt'me, y 9 u do not believe in mar- 
iage. taake that irute stop staring at me, can’ i you^^ — I 
apap that‘l cajMiot with decency break my Lengagemeirt 
with the Puke of Wight’s sister at the eleventh hour, kjt 
that I love you, and yog love me, and that is — as'^ yoy 
lave^ no family ties, I ask you to trust yourself to^e^ to 
jive*yofir^fe*intb my keeping, and I swear bef8re GM,’’ 
w^t on eagerly, lib voice vibrating , " that yoo are an^ 



Wtfg y<ju,,I 
th/ world, to 


always will be^e onljiwocBan I have Aju* loj 
I will make yot^as happy as ever 1|(na^(^ade 
Whence paueed, out|of bftatlr, and bi^ 
icoiftrol 1^ agitation, there was a lod^jl^Mse. 

At the«(nd of the paus^«PaB<^^I}l^. * #• 

" You have rfade,” she'said, *' a $riaus mistal^ ! " 

"J Rave nftde no mistake. You l^ve told me over ^d 
over again that ^ou ^rill ne^r mayy ; it you are afraid, 

now tlmt Jhe time ^as <dbnae t^tesV jcur coura^ ’’ 

Sift stopped hinwwitji a •gesture, ^^at do^«|l knota 
abou4 courage ? Y 4 >u.wh() are trying td p".'TOth~i<lth 
the hire and the hounds i I meant ttuf 1 q 
waift^be proud to come to you, before all 
^ yom wife in everything but the name„y6u to*ba my 
" sband in everything bqt the nam^. I kn^w that I coul<f 
h. Tj^no mends, that no one would know me, that* i 
should* be an outcast, like my v^fthcr, bu\ij^ though{,our 
, sh^uldabe like that of my fatheivmfl nloMer’s. i^d 
^that seamed to me not only beautiful, but good. ' 
You have offered me*a life of sliamd ; of sneaking an<f 
hidin^of taking behind aer Lack,* yie lo'.;p you would, 
knowing it to be false, havc’swpm in a church to give 
tosHennetta Shanklin, So^'oif s<^ — our ideas differ.” ' 
” You are an absurd child,” fie returned angrily. 

” Yes, I am an absurd cHfld t I have been very fidftu- 
lous and very wrong ; Aid noV I ^ow. I know that 
peopb must marry so^tKat their dau^tefs ^ bear their 
father’s name, and — not be hurt like this.” * 

Hdk voice broke, and jhe oent her^head to the daiV^facov 
of the drowsy monk^. > , 

Peele took her liand in ” I’am, will you forgive 
me ? I — I beg your 4 )ardon. You were, a fool, perhaps, 
but I w^ a scoundrel, an(4 I am Shamed. I break 
my engagement and then I will come and ask you to* 
aqartyme.”, * * . * 

look^ up, and saw that his eye^ iwe^e full of 
eail • , * • • 

' ** N<^’’ she said gently, ” I forgive aoj} I thank 
w>t4but4 will not imfriy you." 

" Then yon do forgive me." 
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. “ that, fotcf dc. But J cannot marr 

yoyc,* QolcSbye ^wfO\ must ^ In, or.jpilgrim will b 
WghtAie4;'.f c ‘ ' f 

“The ‘other diiy7% the ruin, he went oj^ hurrieflly ' 
“ yw were ^n the,^^<^ cl. saying you v^tid marrj' 

e Because I. thought you i«ally needed nfc,^6 
then she came.*’ Oh, (T knoW I ha^^ b^ illogical «uc 
foolish, i muit goj^Dono^^.'* ■ ‘ 

fio, o I 

^ Sfee ga^fV(Jihnvher hand for a moment, and then 'wUh a 
little smll«<, turned away, and went quickly back thnu^h 
the gatden. ' , * 

Seven hours, later he stood 6n the platform pi the little 
station with heK while Pilgrim, grimmer of MpedMian 
evel^; bought .the ticketsio. • 

could aot gb to Moriks’ Yeoland,” the gW explaiseti. 
patiently, “ even for the funeral ; Ratty is very aril^yjoJ,^ 
me, and Mrs. Yeoland would bf, ^ery angry, too, if I came. 
And as 1 anv goin^. away, it ^esn’t matter whaX other 
people think, My Grandfather would have understood, or 
does understand.” *' t '* 

" Pam, you love me. {low can you do this ? ” 

*' It b the only thing I can dd. <- And in a little while, 
you will see that anytning else would indled have been 
' pitiable folly 1 '%> JYhat would j^ou be, socially or ^liti- 
cally, If you jilted the Duke^of Wight’s sbterdour days 
^ifotr. the wedding ? It would ruin you.*’' * 

“ Then you are gping away 4 )ut of puje philanthropy ? ” 
he asked ^th a sneers * 

“ No : partly, foi- your sake, )nrt£y for her sake, and — 
a good*4eal for my owit sake.”r. o 

“ I don't understand that.” ^ ^ 

*^•“1 dktmy vbu don’t Bpt see, I am a p^an 
philner^hflU Fwant to 1)0 'as happy as I can. I ^o^d 

Tire &nn wta r^iiWt gilding the slmbby front oP^ RtHe 
statiqu, and sparkli^' on the dewy ^is be 3 pnd. * 
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An omhom^wner ^115^ towards 2 runic 
his shonldi^ f<^o^ by Pilgrim. } 

^ P^ J^umed cand at ’ Pefefe. Iqvi fyou, 

qufet^, ^%'s a misilortune, ancb^'Jt w limped, 

It eiists^^ Now, here comq^: thg train.*' * o 

I can't let yon go.** ^ ' > ) 

*t,Oh yes, >ou can } Pilly, take my 'bag, will you ? I 
tn^t wrip C^ban up In my cape, he is diivering. Gobd- 

j ‘**1 shall ^te ^ ;/our^fa&er.*' tte taid, crus^ng Lff 
hand In his. o , , ^ ^ 

So shall 1 1 The dears^ how glad I shrli be ^0 see them 
n I And give my love to the Duchess airi to Lady 
Henrietta, and tell her that I hope with all my heart that 
she wiD be happy.** ^ " 

^vie train had stopped, and the guard had opened tljie 
dooryf a first-class empty carriage. 

Pilgrim climbed up, with^an imronscioiA display^ of a 
Jath-hLe leg, and took the bags from the porter. ?, 
*i^Good-bye, again, then,’* Papa sa id , dor Peele cotild not 
speaL, ** and God bless y„iu.** ’ ^ V 

As the door closed, she opened the winclbw, and 8to<^ 
uy it, looking at him until the traip had gone, the monkey^j 
face pressed close to her oivn. 


THE END 
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